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Urged by Ambition, who with subtlest skill 

Changes her means, the Enthusiast as a dupe 
Shall soar, and as a hypocrite can stoop. 
And turn the instruments of good to ill^ 
Moulding the credulous people to his wiUJ 
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PEEFACE. 



The Author of the following pages desires to 
place before that class of readers, who consider 
all publications of a more solid character than 
fictitious narratives ** rather dry," some of the 
precious gems found in a higher style of" litera- 
ture, set in the form to which they give the 
preference. 

A charge of plagiarism cannot fairly be main- 
tained against the writer, who distinctly avows 
that many of the most valuable ideas put forth 
in the following tale are borrowed, although no 
direct statement has been made of the sources 
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whence they were drawn ; such a list of references 
being considered unsuited to a simple tale. 

Nothing opposed to sound Scriptural doctrine 
being presented to the reader in this little book, 
the writer is not without hope that its contents 
may prove, in the present day, a word in season. 



•• * Pbote all, — 
<* Hold fast the good;' — ^was the comicand of one, 
•*Who beino by the Holy Sfibit taught 

" To KNOW the ways of SACBED TBUTH, and L07E, 
*'IS AN UNEBBING GUIDE." 
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CHAPTER I. 

One fine auimner evening, a widow lady named 
Mrs. Moore who had just left the sick-room of a 
poor woman, with whom she had been conversing 
on those precious truths, which are able when 
sent home to the heart by the Holy Spirit, to 
make the people of God even joyful in tribulation, 
stood thoughtfully gazing from the door of the 
cotti^e on the pleasant prospect which lay ex- 
tended before her. She contrasted the cheerfxd 
scene without, with the close dark room of the 
invalid: **And yet," she whispered to herself, 
" poor, weak, suffering Martha, scantily supplied 
as she is with what are called the good things of 
this life, would be infinitely the loser, were she to 
change places with the wealthiest and noblest, who 
are still destitute of the love of God. What an 
expression of peace rests on her pallid counte- 
nance I With what abiding confidence she reposes 
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on the love of her Hearenly Father ! What a 
joyful hope she has for eternity I Let me live the 
life, and die the death of the righteous." 

The scene on which she looked possessed the 
quiet beauty so common in our pleasant land ; the 
cottage, in the porch of which she was standing, 
was built on the side of a hill, and a little stream, 
which wound like a thread of silver among the 
meadows, spread just below the garden gate into 
a sort of lake, on the bosom of which the dark 
leaves of the water-lily beautiftdly contrasted with 
its large white blossoms. Groups of labourers 
returning from the hay-field to their homes, gave 
life and animation to the scene ; while a honey- 
auckle and a rose-tree, covered with bloom, min- 
gled their branches over the little rustic porch, and 
filled the air with rich perfiune. 

While she stood busied with such thoughts as 
those above described, the sound of voices reached 
her ear, and as the speakers drew nearer, she dis- 
tinguished that they were conversing with a 
warmth which seemed likely to lead to a quarrel. 
The first words she heard distinctly were as fol- 
lows : — ** I tell you, Annie, she is a very kind, 
good lady, and is doing everything she can to 
make the poor people happy. See what a pretty 
frock ehe has given me; and she says she wiU give 
me in the winter a nice warm cloak, and a pair of 
new shoes, if I will be attentive to her teaching, 
and keep away from the Sunday schooL" 
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^* But, dear Mary," replied a gentle voice, " if 
she is really a good lady, why does she wish you 
to stay away from the Sunday school, when our 
dear teacher takes such pains to shew us the way 
to heaven ? " 

** Oh 1" replied Mary, ** because she says we 
cannot understand the lessons we learn there ; for 
though the Bible is a very good book, it was not 
written for ignorant people ; and she repeated to 
me the text where St. Peter says that the unlearned 
wrest the Scriptures to their own destruction, and 
you know we must attend to what St. Peter 
says, because Jesus Christ gave him and his suc- 
cessors the keys of the kingdom of heaven; so 
that he can shut out anybody, who refuses to obey 
him." 

** But do you think that Peter, who loved the 
Lord Jesus Christ so much, would tell people not 
to read their Bibles after he had heard Him say^ 
^ Search the Scriptures ?' or that our Lord him- 
self, would have rejoiced that the things they teach 
were ' revealed to babes,' if they had only been in- 
tended for learned people ? As to what you say 
about the keys of the kingdom of heaven, I am 
quite sure that if Peter could, he never would 
shut out those who love God, and believe in His 
word." 

This conversation had been heard very plainly 
by Mrs. Moore, for the girls had seated themselves 
on a bank, just on the other side of the hedge. 
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which divided the small cottage-garden from the 
lane. She at once recognised the speakers as her 
two eldest Sunday scholars. ** Those poor mis- 
guided women, who call themselves Sisters of 
Mercy, have got hold of the girl," she thought 
to herself. " Would that all who know and believe 
the everlasting gospel, were as diligent and per- 
severing in efforts to diffuse its saving truths, as 
these blind teachers are in leading their deluded 
followers to the depths of Papal darkness.'' 

She had remained an unobserved listener, be-* 
cause she could not instantaneously decide, whether 
to interrupt the conversation or not, but she pre- 
sently felt that it would be better to leave Mary 
to the calm good-sense, and scriptural knowledge 
of her cousin; having come to this decision, 
her sense of honour forbade her listening to a 
conversation not meant for her ear, and she left 
the house by the back-door, crossed a stile, and 
proceeded to the village, by a path which led over 
the brow of the hill. 

Her mind was painfully excited by this fresh 
proof, of the zeal with which the emissaries of 
Rome's apostate church were aiming to subvert 
the faith of the simple; and she walked on, scarcely 
conscious of the refreshing breeze, and widely-ex- 
tended prospect, which met her eye as she reached 
the top of the hill. Such a lover of picturesque 
scenery must have been deeply moved, to look 
with indifference on that which lay before her. 
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The country at her feet, rising and sinking in 
graceful undulations, presented every shade of green 
which a variety of luxuriant crops, and the length- 
ening shadows of evening could produce. On a 
hill at some distance, a plantation of fine trees 
glowed in the light of the setting sun, which fell 
full upon them; while lower down, some dark firs 
were cast into shadow by an eminence, which 
intercepted his ruddy beams. In another direc- 
tion, rose the grey spire of the village church, 
beyond which stretched a wide common, dotted 
with thatched cottages, from the chimneys of 
which arose the white curling smoke, that told the 
weary labourer of the preparations making for his 
evening meal. Flocks of geese followed their 
leaders to their shelter for the night, and the 
voices of the village children, engaged in various 
games, came ringing on the ear, mingled with the 
" drowsy tinklings of the distant fold," and all the 
other rustic sounds, belonging to the place, and 
time of day. 

Mrs. Moore walked slowly, musing on what she 
had heard, and what she feared, till she reached 
the Vicar's garden-gate, and saw her excellent 
pastor standing, as was his evening custom, near 
it. She readily accepted his invitation to walk in, 
and rest herself, being desirous of seeking his 
advice, as to the course to be pursued with her 
misguided Sunday scholar, when they were imex- 
pectedly joined by Luke Everest, father of the 
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girl, who was at that tune the most prominent 
object in her thoughts. What passed between 
them, we must defer till another opportunity, as 
we are anxious to return to the cousins, whom 
we left seated on a bank near Martha Turner's 
cottage. Their conversation had proceeded as 
follows : — 

" It does not signify what you say, Annie 1 I 
am sure the good lady, and the holy father must 
know better, than such ignorant girls as we are." 

" The holy father I what can you mean ? What 
are you talking about, Mary?" cried Annie, in a 
tone of mingled surprise and alarm. 

Mary looked very confused as she answered, 
" I ought not to have told you anything about 
him : he said I was never to mention his name, or 
his having spoken to me. But Annie, dear, it is so 
hard to be strange and cold to you, who have 
always been like a kind sister to me. You will 
not say anything to father, of what I have let out, 
will you?" 

Annie replied, ^^ I seem as if I did not understand 
what you say. I feel quite frightened. Do, dear 
Mary, tell me everything. Who can have been 
so wicked, as to persuade you to hide anything 
from your own father ? Who can want to make 
my honest cousin act like a bad artful girl?" 

" Promise me not to say anything to anybody, 
and I will tell you all," said Mary. 

I cannot promise; I ought not to promise," 
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answered Annie; "Mary, we should not have 
secrets from our parents, who love us better than 
anybody else. Why should we wish to hide from 
them anything that concerns us?" 

Mary rejoined — *^ You know, Annie, we ought 
to hate father and mother, and our own lives^ 
when our religion desires it." 

" Don't you remember," replied Annie, *' how 
our dear teacher once explained that text to us? 
She said the Bible taught us, that we ought to actj 
as if we hated our dearest friends, if they tried to 
draw us away from Christ : but you know uncle 
does not try to draw you away from Christ ; he 
never wishes you to do anything sinful. On the 
contrary, he has always liked to hear you say your 
hymns and texts, and don't you remember a little 
while before I went away, when you and I were 
talking of what our teacher had taught the class, he 
said, ^ Ah, my girls, I wish those things had been 
taught me when I was a lad, they would have 
saved me from many an aching heart ? ' but Mary, 
dear, do tell me all : you know I am not a tell- 
tale, and I never wish to vex you." 

" It is such a long story; you will be tired of 
hearing it." 

*^ No, indeed, I shall not ; I will just run in, 
and see how Martha Turner is, and if she wants 
anything, and then we can sit here, with our 
knitting for half an hour, as uncle sent word he 
should not be at home before nine o'clock; an4 
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my mother said I might stay with you, and she 
would call for me, when she had finished her woric 
at the Hall. 

Annie then ran in to see the invalid, and find- 
mg her very comfortable, and inclined to sleep, 
soon returned to her cousin, who had remained on 
her seat near the garden-gate. The evening 
breezes, which blew cool from the water, were 
filled with the sweet odour of the new-made hay, 
and everytlung seemed so quiet and peaceful, that 
the girls could not be insensible to the soothing 
influence. Yet Mary started, and looked per- 
plexed when her cousin, seating herself by her, 
said, " Now tell me alL" 

" I wish I had held my tongue,** said Mary. 
'* I am sure I shall get into trouble. They will 
be so angry with me, for speaking of what they 
chained me to keep secret.** 

Annie replied, " Why should you be afraid of 
anybody*s anger, when you are not doing wrong ? 
Besides, how are they, whoever they may be, to 
know anything about what passes between you 
and me ? / am not likely to talk with that queer- 
looking woman, who has been persuading you to 
be strange to your own relations.'* 

" Do not talk so, Annie ; I cannot bear to 
hear you — (then, after a few minutes silence) you 
do not know how hard it is, to hide anything from 
the father : I am sure he is able to tell all I am 
thinking about, before I speak one word.'* 
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Annie knew not what to say, so she pradentlj 
waited in silence for Mary's conunnnication, who 
at length continned: '^ You know, Annie, that 
when you went this time last year, to be with 
grandmother, the pretty house at the bottom of 
the lane was shut up with a bill on it, ^ to let." 
Very soon after, those kind Sisters of Mercy came 
to live there, and one evening fiaither came in 
and said, ^ I wish those outlandish papists had 
stayed in their own country ; we don't want any 
of thmr new ways in Old England. Mind, Mary, 
that you don't have anything to say to them ! I 
hear they are getting into people's houses, and 
trying to set them against their own clergy ; but 
I won't have any popery here. Now, do you 
mind what I say, and while your mother is at 
Squire Lake% don't let one of them into this 
house.' The very next morning as I was ga- 
thering some peas, I heard a soft voice say, 
' What very fine roses you have there ! Will 
you allow me to look at that beautiful tree a little 
nearer? ' I was so startled, when I turned . and 
saw the lady vrith the strange dress, standing 
close to our gate, and smiling on me, oh, so 
kindly I What could I do but ask her to walk in ? 
And then she talked to me so nicely of God's good- 
ness, in giving such beautiful things to man ; and 
she told me, that in the countries she had visited, 
the most beautiful flowers were put to a holy use, 
being hung up as garlands, and placed as nosegays 
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about their churches, I can't tell how it was, 
but I quite forgot what father had said to me, 
and when she asked if she might come again 
to look at the sweet flowers, and my blooming 
fiwse, what could I say ? She came every day, and 
soon found out, that father would not like me to talk 
to her. And then she said I need not tell him, for 
there could be no harm in being silent ; and as she 
was only wishing to do me good, I ought not to 
say anything which might hinder my learning 
good and holy things from her : and she used to 
come and sit by me, while I was mending the 
things, or getting father's supper ready." 

" What used she to talk about?" 

" Oh, she told me how she had been brought to 
see the danger of continuing among heretics ; and 
how she had given up a large fortune, and her 
dearest friends, and left her home to take holy 
vows upon her, and earn by acts of mortification, 
and charity, the pardon of her sins, and the favour 
of God and of His holy saints." 

" How could you let the poor woman talk so 
foolishly, about earning pardon and favour, with- 
out telling her of the texts we learned, and our 
teacher's nice explanation, when our minister set 
us to find scripture proofs of the article which 
says — * We are accounted righteous before God, 
only for the merit of our Lord and Saviour, Jesus 
Christ, by faith, and not for our own workings or 
deeervinge? 



> 99 
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** It 18 you, Annie, who talk foolishly. How 
could a poor girl like me, teach a lady like that, 
who had travelled all the way to Rome, and seen 
and talked with bishops and cardinals I I am not 
sure she did not say, she had spoken to the Pope 
himself.'* 

Annie replied gently, " You know it would not 
have been your teaching, if you had just asked her 
how she imderstood those plain texts ; but if the 
poor thing could think it an honour to speak to the 
Pope, it is no wonder she should be in such a sad 
mistake, for I have heard our minister say the 
Pope will not let the people read their Bibles, for 
fear they should find out that he is the Antichrist 
the Apostle wrote about. But we must walk 
towards your house, for fear we should keep my 
mother waiting. Perhaps she will let me sleep 
with you to-night, and then you can finish telling 
me before uncle comes home." 

The girls hastened along the path leading to 
Mary's home, and just as they reached the door 
Mrs. Livesay, Annie's mother, crossed the stile 
into the lane. She understood her child's coun- 
tenance well enough to perceive, she had some 
strong reason for wishing to be her cousin's com- 
panion ; and as her confidence in Annie's prin- 
ciples, prevented anxiety, lest she should be 
led by her more thoughtless associate into any- 
thing which might confuse her perceptions of right 
and wrong, or make her conscience less tender; 
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she readily yielded to their wishes, and re- 
turned home without her daughter. The girls 
seated themselves in the porch, and resumed 
their conversation. 

Annie spoke first, and said, '^ How long is it 
since this poor lady first spoke to you ? and how 
often has she been here ?" 

*^ I told you she first came soon after you went 

to A , and since then I have seen and talked 

with her almost every day." 

" And never told aunt and unde? Oh, Mary, 
how could you do so ? ** 

" It was quite right, Annie, for it is my first duty 
to save my souL While my mother has been 
with poor Miss Emily, it has been very easy, 
because I know exactly when to expect father ; 
and once or twice, when mother has been obliged 
to come home, to rest for a quiet day or two, after 
so much watching by the sick young lady, I have 
met her in the little wood, while my mother was 
asleep." 

" And she let you go on deceiving your father 
and mother? Did not this sometimes make you 
think you were doing wrong?" 

" Now I hear you speak, it is like old times, and 
I seem to think you must be right ; but while she 
was talking to me, she looked so loving and spoke 
so kindly, that I could only think how pleasant it 
was to have such a friend, instead of being alone 
from morning to night. When she went away, I 
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used to try and remember all she had said to me ; 
and — ^now don 't be vexed at what I am going to 
say — ^but indeed^ I liked her teaching a great 
deal better than Mrs. Moore's. She used always 
to be telling us that we must be bom again^ and be 
made new creatures^ before we could do anything 
pleasing to God ; and that if we were regene-^ 
rated, we should have more delight in God's 
service than in all worldly pleasures ; and you know 
she used to say, so solenmly, 'You must search 
into your own hearts. You must pray to God to 
shew you what you are, and to make you what he 
would have you to be,' that sometimes she made 
me feel frightened, and sometimes angry, be- 
cause she seemed so suspicious of me. I know I 
was always vexed when fair time came, that they 
would not let me go there ; and when the great 
folks were at the Grange, and Lady Alice wanted 
me to be in her train of peasant girls, and 
be dressed in one of the beautiful dresses they 
wore, when the quality were acting their plays, 
I know it was what Mrs. Moore said, that made 
my father declare he would sooner give up hi^ 
work at the steward's, than let me be in such a 
place." 

** Mary, dear, it is not Mrs. Moore's, but God's 
word that declares, ' Except a man be born again, 
he cannot see the Kingdom of God,' and that ' If 
any love the world, the love of the Father is not 
in him.' " 
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'^ But my new teacher is not so strict. She does 
not join in snch pleasures herself^ because she is 
bound by holy vows, but she says everybody has 
not a holy vocation; and that if we are strict in 
keeping all the rites and ceremonies of the Holy 
Church, and never n^lect confession, the priest 
will not expect us to be so particular as Mrs. 
Moore does. She says that in Catholic countries, 
the people dance together, or go to the play, every 
Sunday evening ; and that the priest soon sets all 
to rights, if they go a little too fiu:, by giving them 
absolution, after they have performed such penance 
as he appoints thenu You need not look so sor- 
rowful, Annie. I am sure it is a greal deal plea- 
santer and easier, to have somebody who knows 
better than yourself, to tell you what you may 
do, and what you may not do, than to be always 
trying yourself y as Mrs. Moore says." 

Annie did look sorrowful, for her heart was 
very heavy, and her ingenuous countenance re- 
flected her feelings. She always knew that her 
cousin was thoughtless, and less attentive to the 
scriptural instructions they were privileged to 
receive, than she ought to have been; but she did 
not expect, when she returned home after nearly 
a year's absence, to find her much loved com- 
panion in such an avrftd delusion. She felt she 
had not the knowledge needful to enable her to 
counsel one, who had been misled by such artful 
guides; and yet Mary had told her all this in con- 
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fidence; ought she to betray that confidence? 
Her mind was greatly perplexed, and she wished 
to be alone with Him, who has promised to give 
wisdom to them that ask. After a few moments' 
silence, she said quietly, ^' Uncle will be home 
presently, we must get his supper ready," 

" But surely, Annie," cried her cousin, " you 
will not betray me. You know that though you 
did not exactly promise not to tell, you drew me 
on, by letting me think you would not. You are 
sure, I should never have opened my heart to you, 
if I had not been certain you would not tell any- 
body." 

Annie replied, ** My head is so conftised, I do 
not know what I ought to do. Oh, Mary I to 
think you should have been persuaded to act so 
deceitftdly, and encourage such bad thoughts." 

Mary answered hastily. *^Bad thoughts! 
What do you mean ? I do not think I am any 
worse than you, though I do not pretend to be so 
sanctified." 

*' Do not let us quarrel," said the gentle Annie, 
'* that will not make either of us better : but is it 
not a bad thought, dear Mary, to fancy any man, 
any priest, can pardon you for wilfully encouraging 
desires which God's Word declares to be ofiensive 
to Him ? You know He has said, that ^ the carnal 
mind is enmity against God,' and — I do not wish 
to yex you, but, my dear cousin, must not that 
be a carnal mind, which could wish to be among 
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the mde boys smd giri^ at the &ir, or to join 
in that fiDolkh and wicked j^y-actiiig^ which my 
mother aajs has brought ehame and sorrow into 
two or tibree of the neighbours' fiunilies ?" 

Before Mary could reply, they heard the gate 
swing to, which they took for the s^nal of the 
i^proach of the master of the house, and the two 
girls were 80<»l occupied in setting the CYening meal 
on the table. 

^ Well, Annie, my lass,'' said her uncle as he 
entered the house, ''so all your gay yisitings 
amci^ the quality, have not made you ashamed of 
your own relations ?" 

Annie answered, *' Nothing could make me 
ashamed of my own kind uncle ; but I have not 
been just vidting among the quality, only Mrs. 
Moore was so good as to take me to the sea-side, 
as her own little maid, because I did not get up 
my strength after the fever I had at grand- 
mothei^s." 

Her unde then sidd, *' I am glad you are come 
home again, for I should feel very lonely, if I 
never had a Httle lass to chat with, now Mary is 
going away." 

^ (roing away I" said both the girls at once. 

**Yc8; going to live with a relation of our 
nnister's, who is in want of a smart tidy girl to 
assiBt her own maid, who is not so young as she 
was, twenty years ago. Mary (turning to his 
daughter), I have oft;en been very uneasy, when I 
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was at my work, thinking how much you were 
left alone, while your mother is attending her 
dying young lady. Poor Miss Lake may linger 
on, the doctor says, for many weeks or even 
months ; and your mother cannot bear to give up 
her dear child, as she calls her, to a stranger, as 
nobody but herself, she says, can lift her, without 
causing her great pain. And yet she has felt as I 
have, that you are full young and heedless to be 
left so much to yourself, especially now there are 
80 many artful people about." 

Poor Mary's colour heightened, but she made 
no reply ; her heart was too full. 

*' But, uncle," said Annie, " what will you do 
alone?" 

He replied, " You know my poor sister Jane 
has just lost her husband, and as she has no 
children she feels very lonely, though she has 
a nice little freehold, which poor James bought 
when his rich uncle left him that legacy. The 
squire of her parish has agreed to pay her five 
shillings a week, and to keep the place in repair ; 
and she will be here the beginning of next week, 
and live the rest of her days with us. I have just 
now spoken to your mother, Annie, and she will 
let you stay here till my sister comes, as Mary is 
to go with me to-morrow morning to Squire 
Lake's, that her mother may see what she wants 
before she goes to her place, and have a little talk 
with her as to her duty." 

C 
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Poor Mary went weeping to bed. She did not 
like to leave home ; besides which, the suddenness 
of the scheme, and something in her father^s 
manner, made her feel that her secret was dis- 
covered. The girls could not talk after they 
were in bed, for the master of the house rapped 
against the wall, and said, '^ Ko whispering I Make 
haste and go to sleep." 

Very little sleep visited their eyes, and when 
ihey arose between four and five, poor Mary 
looked so pale, that even the flattering Sister of 
Mercy could not have praised her '^ blooming 
cheeks." Her few clothes were soon packed in 
a little box, which her father corded, and took in 
his hand. Just as he left the house, he turned, 
and said, " Annie, I think you feel it is your duty 
to obey your mother's commands; and she desired 
me to say, she forbids you to have any talk with 
those women down there, who are so fond of 
creeping into people's houses." 

Annie felt thankftd, amidst all her sorrow at 
parting from Mary, in thinking that her inter- 
course with the Romanists had been found out, 
without her cousin's being able to think she had 
betrayed her ; and as soon as she and her &ther 
were out of sight, she hastened to get rid of her 
imeasy feelings by busying herself about the house- 
hold work. She had not been so occupied for more 
than an hour or two, when she heard first a gentle 
rap, and then a very soft voice say, " May I 
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come in ? " Going into the front room, she saw the 
pale, interesting &ce of the Sister of Mercy ; and 
curtseying— for she had been taught to shew respect 
to her superiors — she said, '^ No, ma'am, if you 
please ; my imcle does not wish you to come here." 

" And who are you, my pretty girl? Where 
is my friend Mary?" Annie replied, "Mary is 
gone away with her father, and when he was 
going out of the door, he told me that my mother 
forbids me to talk with you; and that if you 
called, I was not to let you in. Please, ma'am, 
don't come in. I do not like to be rude, but I 
must mind my mother and uncle." 

The pale cheek of the Sister of Mercy flushed 
either with surprise or anger, but stiU she kept 
her place. ** I have learnt," she said gently, ** to 
bear reproach and unkindness for the good of 
immortal souls." 

Annie longed to ask her whether she thought 
it was for the good of the soul, to slight God's 
word, and be disobedient to parents. But her 
imde^s words were, " Your mother forbids you to 
have any talk with those women " and her plain 
duty was to obey. She therefore said, ** I am 
forbidden to talk with you ; but if you will come 
to our cottage, William Livesay*s cottage, at the 
bottom of Annot's Hill, I am sure my mother will 
let me beg your pardon, ma'am." She then 
closed the door, and went up-stairs till she saw 
her imwelcome visitor walk from the house. 
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CHAPTER IL 

The different persons mentioned in the last chap- 
ter having dispersed as there narrated, it may be 
desirable to introduce them individually to our 
readers, before we proceed with our little history. 
We will commence with the lady who has just 
departed much discomposed, from the door of Luke 
Everest, whose daughter Mary had been for some 
months the object of her special care. 

Her name was Isabella S., and, melancholy to 
relate, this misguided Sister of Mercy was the 
only child of truly pious parents, who had lost 
several children, and nearly given up the hope of 
transmitting their honourable name and large 
ifbrtune to their own posterity, when this daughter 
came to centre on herself, the tenderest affections 
of their loving hearts. From the moment her 
first cry reached the ear of her mother, and her 
soft cheek received the fervent kiss of her enrap- 
tured father, she engrossed their fondest cares, 
and awakened a thousand delightful hopes. Being 
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an intelligent child, she soon began to lisp the ex- 
pressions familiar to her ear; and her speeches, 
delivered with parrot-like accuracy, seemed to her 
doting parents the language of early piety. They 
were repeated (often in her hearing), to a wide 
circle of affectionate relatives, who spread them 
through one still wider, of such flattering friends 
as are always to be found by the wealthy and 
liberal ; and their injudicious remarks and ques- 
tions often made it plain to the little girl, that words 
uttered in childish prattle to her mamma, were 
considered worthy of remembrance and repeti- 
tion. What wonder that the love of admiration, 
so natural to the human heart, should become her 
ruling passion? or that her mind should lose, 
even in early childhood, that simplicity which is 
childhood's loveliest ornament? Before she had 
completed her tenth year, language was with her 
rather the utterance of self-love seeking to attract 
admiration, than the spontaneous expressions of 
thought and feeling. 

When will Christian parents reflect on the ten- 
dency of our fallen nature to self-idolatry, and learn 
to guard against encouraging this baneful feeling ? 

You may ask, " Did not her parents. Sir R. and 
Lady S., discern the state of her mind ? " I may 
truly answer, a doubt of their child's integrity 
never entered into their thoughts. She had a 
natural good taste, which threw a charm over her 
conversation ; then her temper was so gentle, and 
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her love for themselves so sweetly expressed^ that 
the days seemed too short to ponder over^ and re- 
joice in her perfections. Besides^ she brought 
home the heads and striking passages of sermons 
so nicely, she answered questions on Scripture 
History^ and doctrine so correctly^ that the anx- 
ieties of their hearts as to her eternal well-beings 
were all lulled to rest. 

About this time^ Sir Robert was attacked with 
a serious illness^ which engaging too much of his 
wife's time and attention to allow of her con- 
tinuing the sole care of her daughter's education^ 
a suitable governess was sought. A lady^ who 
dearly loved to patronize^ recommended one who 
had acquired the purest Parisian accent in Paris, 
and the purest Italian idiom at Florence; she 
painted like an artist, played like a professor, &c 

'^ And her principles ? " interrupted the anxious 
mother. 

" Oh, quite sound, quite evangelical t she de- 
lights in Mr. B.'s preaching, and will greatly 
enjoy the privileges of your Christian household.* 

Who would have thought that all this lady 
patroness knew of the person in question, was 
the having met her in one or two parties, and 
walked home with her once from Mr. B.'s. 

The governess was engaged, and her acc(Hn- 
plishments fully answered the eloquent descrip- 
tion; added to this, her person was attractive, 
and her conversation winning and intelligent, so 
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that she soon acquired entire influence over her 
pupil ; while her conformity to all the regulations 
of the family, secured the good opinion of her 
employers. 

The increasing infirmities of Isabella's father, 
(now become a confirmed paralytic) threw her 
more and more with her &scinating governess, 
whose sentimental religion, capable of harmonizing 
with any form of doctrine, was soon adopted by 
the young lady herself, without the least thought of 
danger entering the minds of her confiding parents. 
The invalid lingered till his daughter had completed 
her seventeenth year, and ere she was nineteen 
she became altogether an orphan, with a large un- 
encumbered inheritance. 

A short time before her mother's death, Isabella 
had the hooping-cough, and recovered from the 
attack so slowly, that her guardians gladly availed 
themselves of the proposal made by a distant 
relative, about to travel for her health, to take her 
and her governess, now considered as her com- 
panion and friend, to pass the winter in the south 
of Europe, and visit Rome before their return to 
England. 

The travellers found the journey delightful: 
Isabella especially, was in raptures with the won- 
ders of nature and art which continually engaged 
her attention; and her kind relative made use of 
numerous letters of introduction, to secure the ne- 
cessary protection and companionship, in visiting 
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objects worthy of inspection in the towns at which 
they rested, whenever her own delicate health 
prevented her accompanying the young ladies. 

Some of the persons to whom they were thus 
introduced were Boman Catholics, who when they 
accompanied the two friends to their churches 
and cathedrals, endeavoured to turn Isabella's 
attention from everything in their mode of 
worship that seemed likely to shock her Protes- 
tant principles. These, however, were not very 
sensitive, for her governess had been accustomed 
to depict in such glowing colours, ** the sweet sen- 
timent of poetry" which mingled with the rites of 
(what she erroneously called) the Catholic Church, 
that her pupil was prepared to seek under its most 
revolting superstitions, some hidden meaning, which 
somehow or other was to bring them into accord- 
ance with scriptural truth; and when, during some 
grand ceremonial, she beheld the sim's beams 
stream through the richly-painted windows, and 
fall on the gorgeous dresses of the officiating 
priesthood, while odours of burning incense, and 
entrancing strains of music filled the aisles of a 
magnificent cathedral, she would whisper to her- 
self, **This is worship worthy of the Deity." 
Alas I how many lessons of her early years must 
have been forgotten, ere such a thought found 
entrance into her mind. She had been taught to 
lisp, " God is a Spirit, and they that worship Him 
must worship Him in spirit and in truth." But 
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was that which she now called worship anything 
more than the intoxication of the senses ? 

Her letters to Mends in England made no 
reference to these emotions, for her governess had 
early taught her that it was ill-bred and unfemi- 
nine, to woimd the prejudices of those who 
through the want of a suflSciently liberal edu- 
cation, or &om natural narrowness of mind, were 
unable to sympathize in her own candid views. 

Confining her communications, therefore, to de- 
scriptions of the wonders of nature and art which 
continually came beneath her notice, she gave vent 
to her feelings of admiration in eloquent lan- 
guage; and as she dwelt upon the beautifully 
limpid waters of the Rhine, its deep and tranquil 
course between banks whose scenery was often 
sublime; the castles, towns, and villages which 
everywhere embellished the prospect ; the ancient 
towers and forts, remains of remote ages which 
were reflected on the bosom of the waters — ^it 
seemed as if she had poured forth all the treasures 
of her thoughts and feelings, so that her friends at 
home rejoiced that such pleasures had fallen to the 
lot of one so capable of enjoying them. The grand 
Alpine scenery called forth still more the powers 
of her pen and pencil. The most picturesque 
objects opened on her view in every direction; 
stupendous masses appearing like mountain piled 
on mountain, with innumerable streams flowing 
down their sides in beautiful cascades, or foaming 



26 FICTION, BUT NOT FALSEHOOD. 

from their summits in stormy cataracts ; and val- 
leys, where corn-fields, vines, and fruit-trees diver- 
sified the scene, — seemed each in turn to ofier to her 
view unrivalled beauties. She was never tired of 
watching the different effects of light and shade, 
and especially the beams of the setting sun tin^ng 
the snow-clad mountains with a roseate hue, which, 
as he sank below the horizon, gradually became 
paler, till it left the pure brilliant white mass 
resting, as it were, in the pale moonlight, against 
the deep blue sky. 

Next Italy, charming, classic Italy I opened its 
treasures. How pure and serene the atmosphere, 
tempered by refreshing breezes from the moun- 
tains 1 What a peculiar beauty pervaded every 
landscape ! And then the gems of art in the nu- 
merous museums and collections! The ordinary 
length of human life would be too short, to appro- 
priate to each its due meed of admiration I So 
she felt, 60 she wrote, and in this excited state of 
mind entered Rome. 

Her kind relative had been induced, by the rap- 
turous delight of her young companion, to struggle 
against a feeling of weakness, as long as excite- 
ment could sustain her powers; but when once 
settled in a suitable residence, she was compelled 
to yield to the low feverish indisposition which 
had been for many days hanging about her, and 
was confined to her apartment for many weeks. 
Her letters, however, again secured companions 
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for Isabella ; and without any anxious fears she 
heard, day after day, of the kind attentions and 
warm friendship manifested by an Italian mar- 
chesa, who, in the softest expressions of the most 
musical language in the world, professed devoted 
affection for "La bella Inglese." "It is true, 
Italian women are said to be not exactly the most 
correct in their morals," she thought ; " but then my 
young cousin is such a pure-minded creature, that 
she would not perceive evil unless it were forced 
on her attention, and then she would flee from it. 
It is true, she is to be thrown on the hospitality, 
and mix in the society of Koman Catholics ; but 
surely the child of such pious parents, one who 
has been so well instructed in scripture doctrines, 
is more likely to convert the marchesa to her own 
purer faith, than to be injured herself by the asso- 
ciation. Besides, has she not with her that excel- 
lent governess, in whom her parents for years 
placed entire confidence? Oh, it is all right," 
and Mrs. M. laid her aching head on her pillow, 
and felt that it was a great relief when Isabella 
and her companion accepted an invitation to spend 
a week at the palazzo of her Italian friend. 

On the first evening her chief companion in the 
distinguished assembly at the palazzo, was a gentle- 
man, whose dress might formerly have struck her as 
rather odd, but she had ceased to notice such trifles ; 
and as he poured forth, sometimes in Italian, 
sometimes in English, the treasures of his culti- 
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vated mind, she forgot the gay throng, and was 
absorbed in the pleasure of Ustening and replying 
to his brilliant conversation. On his departure, 
her hostess congratulated her on the eyident 
favour with which Dr. S. regarded her. 

" He is," she said, ** a countryman of yours, but 
he has lived among us so long, that we regard him 
as our own." She added that he was one of the 
most influential persons in Bome ; and could pro- 
cure her admittance where no other EngUsh- 
woman would be permitted to enter. During the 
remainder of the young lady's visit, (which the 
increased illness of Mrs. M. lengthened from week 
to week), the mornings were spent in sight-seeing, 
and in the evenings Dr. S. was frequently by her 
side. Sometimes he would amuse her with anec- 
dotes of the various persons assembled at the 
marchesa's conversazione; sometimes give her 
historical information connected with what she 
had seen during her visits to places of interest. 
Then, as intimacy increased, he led her to speak of 
her early childhood, her home, her parents, and 
the instructions they had so carefully given. 
From time to time he would perplex her with 
questions on various doctrinal points, or by asking 
her to explain certain difficulties, which he pre- 
tended to discover in the system in which she had 
been trained; or by requiring her to reconcile 
certain apparent contradictions, which he asserted 
were necessarily associated with the profession of 
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scriptural and evangelical religion. Then he 
would ask her to account for the diversity of 
opinions among the numerous Protestant sects, all 
of whom profess to derive their systems from the 
same inspired volume, and at the same time he 
would urge upon her the importance of perfect 
xuiity in the church. 

Had Isabella been more anxious to profit by the 
conversations she had listened to at her father's 
table, than to astonish his friends by the quickness 
of her own apprehension, and her acquaintance 
with the subjects treated of, these difficulties, and 
especially the latter, would have had no weight ; 
for Sir Bobert S. had been a man of large and 
liberal spirit, who recognised a brother in whomso- 
ever loved our Lord Jesus Christ in sincerity. 
Various denominations of Christians used to 
assemble round his table in perfect harmony; 
proving, that though there were points of minor 
importance (connected with such matters of dis- 
cipline as are not authoritatively settled in scrip- 
ture) on which they could agree to diflFer, without 
any compromise of principle — yet in all that 
relates to the glory of God, and the salvation of 
man, they were truly one in spirit. An old 
clergyman used to compare their diversities to 
those of a certain loving couple, one of whom 
was remarkably short sighted, while the other, 
though possessing the usual length of vision, 
had a natural defect which prevented his dis- 
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tinguifihing colour, so that red and green produced 
in him exactly the same sensation ; thus, when 
after a pleasant driye into the country, they were 
describing the different objects which had passed 
before them, a slight breach would sometimes be 
made in their usual unanimity, by each persisting 
that his or her defective perception was the cor- 
rect one ; and he would say, ** So it is ¥dth our dis- 
putes ; some of us are so limited in our views, as to 
be imable to comprehend the bearings of anything 
extending beyond our individual experience and 
feelings: while others cannot distinguish the 
shades by which diversity harmonizes with, and 
embellishes the whole." 

In Isabella's mind no vital principle of grace 
had extended its roots downward, and borne fruit 
upward. All her religion had been mere excite- 
ment, or display prompted by vanity. Her 
pious (?) exercises had flagged when no human 
eye rested on her ; she had listened to sermons that 
she might gain praise by her recollection of the 
divisions, arguments, &c She had — melancholy 
to relate — ^read her Bible for no higher purpose. 
What wonder that the doctrine which distils as 
the dew, sank not with refreshing influence into 
her soul ; or that the seed which had fallen on the 
rock should wither under the scorching blast 
which now beat full upon her. Her mere pro- 
fession of Protestantism was insufficient to bear 
the trial She became perplexed when her in- 
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sinuating companion plied her with questions, her 
spirit was troubled, because, while she shrank from 
that abandonment of the faith of her forefathers, 
which would involve the breaking up of all her 
early friendships and associations, she wanted the 
foundation which could alone have kept her sted- 
&st. Sleepless nights and anxious days soon told 
on her delicate constitution ; though her invalid 
friend, absorbed in her own sufferings, scarcely 
noticed the pallid cheek, and sunken eye of her 
young charge, till they were forced on her by her 
medical attendant. Then she became exceed- 
ingly anxious. ^^ The air of Bome," she said, 
** must be in fault." She wished she could bear 
the fatigue of a removal — she must make inquiries 
for some English family who were travelling to a 
more healthy locality. 

The young lady, however, refused to quit the 
protection under which her guardians had placed 
her ; she had, indeed, so entirely given herself up 
to the fascinations of the Jesuit introduced to her 
as Dr. S., that she was unwilling to remove from 
a place where she could almost daily enjoy his 
intellectual and interesting conversation. He 
noticed her depression of spirits, he drew from 
her an accoimt of the workings of her mind, 
and then related the experience of one who, 
like herself, had entered Rome a Protestant, but 
who, after a long and painful struggle, had sought 
admittance into the Church of Bome. This man. 
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he told her, had frequently declared that he never 
knew peace till he had taken the final step ; but 
that from that moment he had experienced a tran- 
quillity of mind, and satisfaction of feeling, a joy 
and delight, he had never known before. From 
the tiikie he sought rest in the bosom of his Holy 
Mother, he had felt in her embrace and com- 
munion the most perfect happiness.* 

.Poor Isabella listened till she also was persuaded 
tdjpnake the experiment. She was received 
privately into the Church of Bome, because 
it was considered better calculated to advance 
the interest of her new religion, that the 
change should be concealed till she attained her 
majority. 

A few days after she had taken this step, Mrs. 
M. became suddenly worse, and in a few hours ex- 
pired. To the shock naturally caused by this 
event, was added anxiety as to the change of 
residence it would involve. Her Jesuit counsellor 
feared her being brought under the influence of 
Protestant friends, before he had fully established 
his power over her ; and Isabella dreaded 
being compelled to relinquish the society of one, 
whose image seemed to fill her whole soul, to the 
exclusion of all others. What was the nature of 
that engrossing feeling? She knew he was 

* For the subsequent experience of the indiyidual alluded 
to by Dr. S., see " Seymour's Mornings with the Jesuits," 
chap. iii. 
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pledged by solemn vows to celibacy: besides^ 
she was a mere girl, while — 

'* On his Tisage middle age 
Had broadly stamped its signet sage.'* 

We state the fact without attempting to ex- 
plain it. 

The day after Mrs. M.'s death. Dr. S. men- 
tioned to her that an English gentleman and lady 
of distinction, having heard of her distress, had 
begged of him to propose an application to her 
guardians, for their consent to her joining them in 
a tour through the Italian States. The gentleman, 
Mr. R., was nearly related to a dignitary of the 
English Church, the connection was unexcep- 
tionable ; and as it would have been exceedingly 
inconvenient to the said guardians, to undertake 
a journey to Rome, their consent was readily 
secured; and she prepared to accompany her 
new friends and Dr. S., immediately after the 
funeraL To her great surprise and grief, her late 
governess announced, on the very eve of her de- 
parture, that a letter had just arrived, which 
made it her most urgent duty to abandon for a 
season, ''the beloved of her heart, her amiable 
and accomplished Isabella." 

We may be permitted to glance over the letter 
alluded to, and lay the following extract before 
our readers : — 

" With your uncommon talents, it would be the 

D 
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greatest impiety, in you to hesitate as to continiiing 
the work you have so well begun, of bringing 
souls to the safe shelter of our Holy Mother's 
loving heart. Were you to remain longer with 
your present charge, your character might be 
compromised; but leaving her just at this time, 
you may acquire increased reputation, from being 
so ready to part with your friend, rather than do 
violence to your principles. My informant assures 
me that nothing is wanting to complete the work, 
begun in the family of Lord and Lady B., by the 
young ladies' French maid, but a judicious friend, 
who would constantly watch against the effects of 
occasional intercourse, with their bigoted, heretical 
relations," &c 

After the departure of the unsuspecting young 
lady, whose guide and counsellor she had been for 
more than nine years, the artful governess ad- 
dressed a letter to her, stating, that the necessities 
of a suffering relative, whose wants she was pre- 
vented, by feelings of delicacy, from communi- 
cating to her dear and generous young friend, had 
made her decide upon accepting the noble salary 
Lady B. gave to her daughters' governess; while 
another letter was at the same time despatched to 

B Park, dilating on the anguish it caused her 

to part with her former pupil, but " that as her 
own influence had been superseded by that of 
designing persons, who she greatly feared were 
leading her into fatal error, she herself preferred 
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abandoning a situation where she was no longer 
useful, and would seek her consolation in earnest 
endeavours, to train up Lady B.'s daughters, to 
tread in the steps of their pious parents." This is 
indeed a sad picture of human nature, debased by 
taiGe principles. Is it over-charged ? Would it be 
difficult, if we could remove the veil of a fair pro- 
fession, to point to one and another female Jesuit, 
who has undermined the faith she was expected to 
confirm? Are the foreign servants placed about 
the infant children, and daughters of our nobility, 
and gentry, all so ignorant, or so indifferent, that 
there is no danger of their false views, on the most 
important of all points, infecting their charge? 
English Christian parents, think of this ! 

The rest of our tale is soon told. Isabella con- 
tinued to travel with her new friends, (who, like 
herself, had been seduced, by the blandishments 
of emissaries from the Apostate Church,) till 
just one month before returning to England, to 
take possession of her inheritance, when she 
publicly avowed, what she had so long privately 
professed. Dr. S. was, about the same time, called 
to England, to take charge of a college about to be 
established ; and, through his influence, the poor 
dupe was induced to resign into his hands, all she 
could alienate &om her patrimony, to be used, as 
he said, to promote the interests of her soul ; and 
with three companions, under a superior, she 
settled as a Sister of Mercy, in the village where 
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we first met with her. Here, her lovely pei^on, 
gentle mannen;, and numerous accomplishments, 
threw a sort of romantic interest around her, 
which greatly affected the younger members of 
the &milies, into which she contrived to intro- 
duce herself; and, shut out from her own early 
fiiends, and those tender ties, for which her heart 
was formed, she endeavoured to find consolation in 
earnest efforts to proselytize all, over whose minds 
she could acquire power : and her wily director. Dr. 
S., now addressed as Father Ambrose, aiding her 
by his counsels, she was daily becoming more 
dangerous in this locality, at the time our story 
opens. 
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CHAPTER m. 

We tarn with a feeling of relief, firom the wiles of 
Jesuitical teachers, to consider the character and 
history of an upright child of God — ^the mother of 
Annie Livesay. She was the twin sister of Luke 
Eyerest's wife, and the daughter of a prosperous 
tradesman, settled at the time of their birth, in a 
market town in Yorkshire. His wife died soon 
after, and in due time he brought home, to fill her 
place, the respected and confidential servant of a 
fiunilj of distinction, residing in the neighbour- 
hood, who had a little property, and proved 
a kind, and affectionate mother to the twins. 
They received a good, plain education, in a 
day-school, and lived in the enjoyment of every 
comfort, till they were about fifteen years of age, 
when the spirit of speculation, and desire to grow 
i^ieedily rich, having seized their fatiier, his whole 
property was swept away at a stroke, and he died 
insolvent. His widow was placed, with a small 
weekly allowance, in a cottage on the estate of her 
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fitnoHr nnlilc minre^; aod the two yonng girb 
wvn received into the service of two of her m&rried 
daughter' ; one as helper in the nursery, the 
(jtber under the lady's maid and housekeeper. 
Tlie latt<;r was early called to a knowledge of 
the truth, and for i^veral years maintained a 
hUmelesH course, in the mid?t of many tempta- 
tions. At the age of twenty-eight, eke married 
the under-gardener, a Scotchman, like - minded 
with herself, and though her fellow -servants said 
Hhc bail demeaned herself, and that she might 
have done better, she never regretted her choice. 
Whenever there was any additional help wanted 
at the hall, Ann Livcsay was sure to be sent for, 
and though her respected master and mistress 
were walking after the course of this world, and 
WMsking their happiness in its pursuits and plea- 
■uroM, they have been often heard to say, that 
Ann was bo trustworthy, so industrious, bo 
eheorful and respectful, that they must own Act- 
religion wsa a very good thing. She had three 
children, of whom our friend Annie was the 
eldeit 

The oourse of Mary Sanndera, raster to the 

$iiOV», h»d not been bo happy : yet she, too, was 

ft Tftlued domettio, and when only ^bteen years 

^4)1' H(£ii, hull bAMt entnuted with the tan of her 

piitniMii'a UifuHt dftu^tar. The devoted affection 

f lUo yuunn iiumo, to her interesting charge, waa 

illy rrtiini.xl hy the ohiU. uid when tbe lattw. 
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in the £ffch year of her age, was attacked with 
scarlet fever, (so far as second causes were con- 
cerned,) she might be said to owe her life, to the 
watchftd, and skilfal care of her nurse. Mary, 
some months after, was attacked with the same 
fever, and it was thought advisable by the family 
physician, that she should be removed from the 
house, and she was received into the cottage of a 
respectable widow, residing in an adjoining village. 
This led to an intimacy, and eventually to a rather 
hasty marriage, with Luke Everest, the widow's 
only son. They were married some years before 
the birth of our fiiend Mary, and as she was but 
two months younger than her cousin, Annie Live- 
aay, the ^Is had been brought up in the closest 
intimacy. About a year before the commence- 
ment of our story. Miss Lake, the cherished nurs- 
ling of Mary Everest, who had been a long time 
in very delicate health, became much worse, and 
was taken to London for advice. She begged so 
earnestly for "dear nursey" to accompany her, 
that a reluctant assent was wrung from her hus- 
band; but when the invalid, who derived no benefit 
from the change, returned in apparently a hopeless 
state^ Luke murmured at his wife being still taken 
80 much from her own home and child. She, 
however, and the young lady, fretted so much 
when separated, that he was compelled to give 
way, though he said, "He thought it hard their own 
1^1 should be left to herself, that her mother might 
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attend upon a young lady, who could afford to 
pay twenty people, all as well able to do for her, 
and that he thought she loved Miss Emily too 
well, to be just to her own flesh and blood." 

The morning of the day on which this little tale 
begins, Luke Everest had stopped at the village 
shop, to make some small purchases, when the mis- 
tress said, "Well, Master Everest, who would have 
thought of your letting your daughter accept a 
new frock, from the popish ladies down there.^^^^ 
He inquired what she meant, and she told him 
that when she was in the market-town some time 
before, making purchases for her shop, the linen- 
draper had shewn her a large parcel of goods, 
which he was about to send to the Sisters of 
Mercy, and among them she had noticed a very 
pretty pink print, which the shopkeeper said he 
supposed was intended to bribe some foolish girl 
or other to listen to their superstitious nonsense. 
" And only think how I stared, to see that pretty 
pink print — I could swear to it among a thousand 
— on your daughter Mary." 

Luke was greatly alarmed; but he only said, "If 
my daughter has had anything to do with those 
popish women, it has been unknown to me, and 
against my orders. Thank you, neighbour, for 
telling me this ; my girl ought to be righted, if 
she is blamed wrongfully. And if you are right," 
added he with a heavy sigh, " I must see to it." 
It was with very uneasy feelings, Luke that day 
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attended to his wort The ** pretty pink print'* 
seemed continually before his eyes : he had noticed 
it, when his daughter first put it on, and asked 
where she got it ; to which she replied, *^ Oh, 
my good lady gave it me." Now, both Annie 
and herself, had been accustomed to speak of Mrs. 
Moore as " our good lady," and he at once 
concluded, it was a kind present brought her, 
when that lady came &om the sea-side, because 
^^4er counn had had the treat of being with her 
there. He felt with increased bitterness, the in- 
justice done to his poor girl, in leaving her day 
after day, in their lonely cottage, without a mother's 
protection ; especially, when both he, and his wife 
knew what dangerous neighbours they had: but 
Luke Everest was not a man to meditate upon an 
evil, without seeking to correct it. He obtained 
the steward's permission, to leave his work after 
dinner, and hastened to open his heart to his 
widowed sister, and to propose her removing to his 
house immediately. It was lon£^ since he had 
known the relief/of unburthen^ his mind; his 
sister had soon discerned, that the woman on 
whom he had fixed his youthful affections, was 
not likely to be a suitable wife, for one of his 
strong character ; and had tried to persuade him, to 
take time, to study Mary Saunders's disposition 
and habits, before he sought to gain her love. 
This had embittered Mary's mind towards her 
sister-in-lawj and prevented much intercourse 
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taking place between the two families, especially 
afSter Jane had endeavoured to induce the pretty 
young wife, to make the sacrifice of yarious little 
whims and fancies, for the sake of her husband's 
happiness. 

When experience, bitter experience, had taught 
Luke, that Jane had judged better than himself, 
his pride of heart caused him to withdraw from 
her, more and more ; and during the last few years, 
domestic affliction had pressed too heavily upon 
her, to allow of her watching the effects of dis- 
appointment, and discontent on her brother's spirit. 
She had married the man of her choice, after they 
had prudently waited, to acquire that knowledge 
of each other's principles and character, which 
would secure them from after disappointment. 
Three children had blessed their union, and in 
the eyes of their fond mother, they were the 
most beautiful and promising that ever any 
woman was privileged to call her own ; and truly 
those children of very comely parents were such 
as fixed the eye of the passing stranger on their 
slender forms, brilliant complexions, sparkling 
eyes, ruby lips and pearl-like teeth; all lovely 
tokens of a more than ordinary fragility. One 
and another drooped and pined; she knew not 
why — the glow on their cheek seemed softer and 
fainter, than the transparent bloom of health ; then 
came the deep hollow cough, the burning fever, 
the rapid wasting, the alternations of hope and 
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despair^ the struggle between the mother's natu- 
ral anguish, and the Christian's resigned submis- 
sion. 

Three times in seven years she had followed a 
beloved one to an early grave — then came the 
sorrow of sorrows — and she was left a lonely 
widow; but not to sorrow, as one without hope. 
Each child's character had matured with the pre- 
oocity common to that kind of constitution, and 
she had, in every instance, many precious recol- 
lections of pious submission, and joyful hope, and 
well-founded scriptural confidence, to enable her 
to breathe forth the declaration, " He hath done 
all things welL" Even when the best loved of 
all, her excellent husband, yielded to the same 
insidious malady, she bowed to her heavenly 
Father's will, nor murmured at his chastening 
rod. Her sympathies were not deadened by her 
afflictions; she listened to her brother's tale of 
sorrow and disappomtment ; she felt with bun, 
that the younger Mary must be prevented all 
intercourse with those whom he irreverently called 
^ the vile popish women," and promised to prepare 
immediately, to leave her comfortable home, the 
scene of former domestic happiness, in order to 
take up her abode with him, at least till his wife 
should be released from her lengthened attendance 
on her young lady. 

As he was passing the vicar's garden, on his 
way to Squire Lake's, whither he was going to 
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commuiiicate the alteration in his plans, with the 
cause, to his wife, he saw Mrs. Moore, and touch- 
ing his hat respectfully, asked her if she had given 
his daughter a new frock. The few sentences 
that had reached her ear, while standing at 
Martha Turner's door, enabled her to ^ve him 
the history of this &ock, and though she did it 
very gently, the poor father was quite overcome 
by the knowledge of his child's duplicity. It had 
been his proud boast, when a lad, ^' No Everest 
was ever charged with a lie," and now, to know 
that his only child was a practised deceiver I it 
was too much : the strong man was bowed down 
with shame and grief. 

The kind-hearted Vicar made him go with him 
to his house, and into his study, where he soothed 
his a^tated feelings to the best of his power, say- 
ing, *^ We ought to be thankful. Master Everest, 
that this has been brought to light, we must now 
consider what is best to be done." 

" Mary must leave home to-morrow at day- 
light," said her father. " They who have taken 
away the mother, must take in the poor child 
till I can see what to do with her. I will not 
leave her to be quite ruined, by those wicked 
deceivers, sir," he added, turning to Mr. Jones. 
''It can't be possible that those people think 
they are doing Grod service, by their lies and 
decdt. It is not religion, which the Romanists 
CAie to spread, but only such things, as may make 
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people their slaves, and give to their priests the 
power of ruling both soul and body," 

** I agree with you, my good friend," replied the 
worthy Vicar, " It is unfortunately the practice 
now-a-days to speak of Popery as if it were an- 
other form of Christianity. But while Chris- 
tianity declares there is one mediator. Popery sets 
up maiiy mediators. Christianity declares that 
God in Christ is alone to be worshipped, and that 
He is all in all, for the salvation of sinners. Popery 
asserts, that a woman is to be worshipped, and 
prayers are to be offered to her; Christianity pro- 
claims that pardon is to be obtained onlt/ through 
the atonement of the Redeemer. Popery asserts, 
that our own works are to become a procuring cause 
of the forgiveness of sin, and that the merits of the 
saints, and the bones and relics of corruption, are 
also of avail in this matter; Christianity com- 
mands us to search the Scriptures, while Popery 
shuts up the Word of God, and prohibits its 
use, in the vulgar tongue of each country. Is 
it not, therefore, a monstrous abuse of words, to 
speak of Popery as a form of Christianity ?" 

** Many persons," said Mrs. Moore, "argue 
thus, * Gt)d's people are warned to come out of 
her,' but where God's people are, there is the 
Church of God, consequently the Church of 
Borne, however fallen and polluted, must still be 
the Church of God." 

« Do you not perceive the sophistry of this 
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argument ? " replied her minister. ^ Grod's people^ 
are a people gathered out firom all kindreds, and 
tongues and nations ; we may as well argue that 
Hindooism, Mohammedism, or any other form of 
error, is to be so regarded, because there are 
among its professors some who are to be called 
out in due time, to take their place among Christ's 
people. Depend upon it, my dear Mrs. Moore, 
the religion of Some is much more nearly allied 
to Paganism than to Christianity. There is the 
Pantheon, filled with the statues of the heathen 
gods, turned over at once to so-called Christian 
worship. The idol that had been worshipped 
as Venus now receives homage as the Tlrgin 
Mother. Jupiter's hands are stripped of the thun- 
derbolt, and keys put into them, that the devout 
papist may bow down to him, (as the devout 
pagan bowed down,) only calling him Peter. The 
greater part of the paraphernalia of Komish worship 
only consist of the gewgaws of heathenism, nick- 
named by Christian appellations. But we are for- 
getting our present business. I have an old aunt, 
Master Everest, who has written to b^ my wife will 
look out for a smart girl among my parishioners, 
to assist her own maid, who is advanced in life, 
and disabled by rheumatism from attending to 
her lady as she used to do. My aunt is a truly 
amiable, and pious woman ; her other servants, a 
respectable man and his wife, have lived with her 
many years, and are also excdOient Christian 
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people. All the household are ruled by the 
precepts of pure, scriptural religion, and I trust 
that amongst them, your poor misguided child 
would be led to see the errors of her present 
teachers, and her own sinfulness, in yielding to 
their temptations." And so it was settled. 

As Luke was leaving, after many expressions 
of thankfulness, Mrs. Moore said, " J£ you will 
take my advice. Master Everest, you will not 
speak to Mary about her intercourse with the 
Sister of Mercy. Depend on it, she has never 
reflected much about the matter, and when a new 
train of thought, and feeling, naturally arises out 
of her new circumstances, the present will quite 
fade away ; but if you, while all is fresh, were to 
argue with her, she would recall all their teaching, 
in order to support her new opinions ; and thus it 
would be fixed in her memory." 

Everest's sound mind perceived the justice of 
these remarks, and he determined to be guided by 
them; he finished the labours of the day, by a 
three-miles walk to Squire Lake's, where his wife 
readily obtained the desired permission, for Mary 
to remain with her, till Mr. Jones had made the 
necessary arrangements with his aunt for her re- 
ception. He did not hint to his wife his reason 
for his hasty decision, as he knew that if he had, 
the news would have speedily spread from the 
Squire's study to the servants' hall, and everybody 
would have had their jest, or their counsel, for his 
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poor girL On his waj back, he caUed on his sister- 
in-law, and obtained leave for Annie to remain 
for a day or two, till his sister could come to him, 
and then, wearied in body, and depressed in spirits, 
he reached his home, and announced his decision 
as we have related. 



L 
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CHAPTER IV. 

As soon as Annie Livesay heard the garden-gate 
close, she looked from her window, and seeing 
her late visitor proceed slowly to her own resi- 
dence, hastened to fasten the bolts of both the 
fix>nt and back doors. She then finished her house- 
hold work, and rejoiced when she went into her 
uncle's room, to see the frock the Sisters of Mercy 
had given to Mary lying on the floor, hoping it 
would be sent back to the donor, to make her 
Borry and ashamed for having tempted her cousin 
to sin. 

She afterwards seated herself, with her little 
pocket Testament open before her, that she might 
learn the chapter Mrs. Moore had set her, while 
•he finished some mending which poor Mary had 
begun on the previous day; and was so fully 
engaged that she did not hear the gate open, and 
a quick step come up the garden ; but was startled 
by somebody's attempting to open the door. On 
finding it fastened, her visitor went round and 

E 
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tried the one at the back of the house, and then 
returning, a face was put close to the window to 
look in. Oh, what joyl it was her own dear 
mother^ and Annie hastened to withdraw the 
bolt* Mrs. Livesay entered, with a large bundle 
and a little basket on her arm, and said, as she 
placed them on the table, " What were you 
afraid of that you bolted both doors?" Annie 
repeated her uncle's parting words, and told her 
of the visit of the Sister of Mercy, together with 
her own invitation to the strange lady, as she 
called her, to come to her father's cottage, that she 
might offer some apology. " I am sorry you told 
her to come to our house ; but, perhaps, you could 
not do otherwise, for it would not be right to treat 
anybody with rudeness. It would be disobeying 
God's command, * Be courteous.' " 

As Mrs. Livesay took off her bonnet and shawl, 
she told her daughter, that she and her fisither 
oould not make up their minds to leave such a 
young girl quite alone, though her brother-in* 
law's distress, when he called on the previous even- 
ing, had been so great that they could not refuse 
what he asked. 

^ And 80» Annie,'* sud her mother, *' I went 
quite early to aak deaf Margery to come over and 
mind the house for me; and I got the eckool- 
masler to let the boys carry thdr dinners, and 
tlay tOl your &ther comes in the evening fincMn his 
iratk Then I went to the Hall, to ask my lady 
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to let me fit the covers, and bring them down here 
to make, so we can have a comfortable quiet 
morning together." 

This was joyfiil news for Annie, who dearly 
loved to converse with her excellent parent, and 
mother and daughter were soon seated at their 
needlework. After a short silence, the latter 
said, — 

" Mother, you promised one day that you 
would tell me, some time or other, all about God's 
goodness to you when you were a young girl, in 
leading you to choose His ways. Is not this a 
nice time to keep your promise ? " 

Her mother agreed that there could not be a 
better opportunity, and thus began : — 

** You know that our own mother died a few 
days after your aunt and I were bom, and 
that afterwards your dear grandmother was 
the tenderest parent to us, that any little girls 
could have. She was one that I really think even 
then loved God sincerely, though people at that 
time did not read their Bibles so much; they 
thought more of going to prayers on particular 
days, and attending to the outside of religion, 
than of making it the rule and happiness of their 
lives. We ^Is were sent to one of the best 
day-6chools in our town, and had picked up some 
useftil knowledge, when my poor father lost every 
shilling he had in the world, by the dishonesty of 
a man who pretended he could enable him to 
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make a large fortune, and bring us up as ladles. 
We should have been poor, awkward ladies, I 
fancy, and have felt very lonely and uncomfort- 
able, when we came among the real gentry. But, 
as I was saying, my father wa^ ruined; he died 
soon after, a™ hen the stock and fumitoe were 
sold, and everybody was paid, we were, with our 
mother, left penniless. Good Lady Armstead no 
sooner heard of our misfortunes, than she came in 
her own coach, and took us all to her fine house. 
A few weeks after Mary and I went to live with 
my lady's two married daughters, and my mother 
was settled in her nice little cottage. My mother 
gave me the best advice before we parted; and 
though I was so foolish as to think myself better 
than my fellow-servants at the Hall, still I tried 
to learn what Mrs. Maskell, my lady's own maid, 
taught me, and my mistress was pleased to say in 
my hearing to Lady Armstead, that I should in 
time be as great a treasure to her, as my mother 
had been to her ladyship. 

When I was nearly twenty years old, a new gover- 
ness came to the young ladies ; and as it was my place 
to wait upon the school-room, I saw a good deal 
of her. I shall never forget her kind tone of voice 
when she thanked me for offering to unpack her 
trunks and settle her books : and it used to be a 
pleasure when I went into the room to do any 
little job, to hear her talking so sweetly to the 
young ladies, who soon loved her very much, as I 
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think nobody in the world could help doing. She 
immediately began to lend me books^ and to speak 
to me about the value of my soul ; and she got 
my mistress's leave to have me with her while the 
young ladies were at dessert, that we might read 
together. My master did not much like the young 
ladies being brought up so religiously; but my 
lady said the governess was so talented and con- 
8cientious> that after all the trouble she had had 
with those who had lived there before, she should 
be very sorry to part with her. I happened to 
hear this when I had gone into the room to wipe 
up some ink, and I was so glad to find there was 
no fear of Miss Mundy being sent away because 
of her religion. She was, indeed, as my mistress 
said, truly conscientious. I remember one day 
when I was in the room doing something to the 
ropes the young ladies used in their exercises. Miss 
Mary said, — " Pray teach me another song. Papa 
will say this is too religious ; but I can sing it when 
he is not by." Miss Mundy answered quite 
seriously, — " My dear Mary, if you think it would 
displease your papa, you had better not learn it : 
there ought to be no concealments with parents." 
Then, after being silent a little while, she said stiU 
more seriously, " Your mamma and Sir John 
know that I could not imdertake your education 
on any other principle, than that of training you, 
to the utmost of my ability, in the fear of the 
Lord. I never wish you to bring forward my 
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sentiments offensively to your papa ; but always 
remember, there must be no artifice, no studied 
concealments." Her beautiful conduct at last won 
even my master's good will; still he would say 
sometimes, ** My girls shall not be made Metho- 
dists ; " and he was always taking them to races and 
such kind of places, from which they would come 
back so frill of vanity and idle talk, that poor Miss 
Mundy's heart must have been very heavy. I 
sometimes wondered that she stayed ; but she loved 
the young ladies, and dear Miss Emily, their 
cousin, took delight in her instructions, when 
ahnost a baby, and as she grew older, was a great 
comfort to her, so that she said, God had given 
her great consolation in making her useful to that 
sweet child and myself. 

" Dear lady," said Mrs. Livesay, wiping away 
the starting tear, " she was quite ready when she 
was taken away, afrer a few days illness, with an 
attack of inflammation. After her death, the house 
seemed so lonely, without a single person to cheer 
one with a pious word, that I was more ready to 
listen to William Livesay's wish, that I should 
become his wife ; and truly, though we are poor, 
and I am obliged to do without many things I had 
always been used to before my marriage, I have 
found in your dear Christian father, such a helper 
in the ways of godliness, that I can truly say, ^ the 
lines are fallen to me in pleasant places.'" 

Mother and daughter worked for some time 
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without speaking; after the former ceased her 
narrative, and then Annie said, — 

** Mother, cannot you remember some of the 
nice things that good lady talked about?" 

** Indeed, Annie, it often seems as if every 
word she ever said came as &esh to my mind as if 
we had been separated only a few days. I re- 
collect that when she had lived at the Hall about 
three years, my master's young brother came from 
his travels to stay there. He brought with him a 
very fine gentleman as his confidential servant; 
and as my lady had, from the time I first lived 
with her, ordered that I should eat and sit with 
the upper servants, I used constantly to meet with 
this Mr. Jukes. He seemed to like to talk to 
me, and as he told us many very curious and 
amusing things about foreign parts, I was pleased 
to listen to him. After he had been with us a 
few days, he began to ask me why I always went 
away in the evening, and one of my fellow-servants 
said very rudely, that I went to say my prayers, 
and read the Bible to the governess. Then Mr. 
Jukes began to say very wicked things about the 
Bible, which I wiU not repeat, for fear they should 
get into your head, and trouble you as they troubled 
me. Good Miss Mundy soon found out that there 
was something the matter ; and she was so kind, 
that I could not hide anything from her, but told 
her how Mr. Jukes's sinful talk perplexed me. 
. She warned me very seriously, not to trifle with 



66 FICTION, BUT NOT FALSEHOOD. 

error — these were her very words ; and then she 
said, that as our quiet time in the evening was 
sadly broken in on, now there was so much com- 
pany in the house, if I thought I could get up 
an hour earlier, she would be ready for me in her 
room at half-past five ; and then we could read, 
and pray, and examine together the evidences of 
the truth of God's Word. When we thus met in 
the morning, she first spoke of the number of 
good, and wise, and very learned men, who, after the 
closest examination, were confirmed in beHeving 
the Bible to be the Word of God ; and who, living 
and dying, recommended it to their fellow-men, as 
the source of all true wisdom, hope, and consola- 
tion, 

" Next, she shewed me that no books on religion, 
except the Bible, and those written in agreement 
with its teaching, speak of the infinite God, in a 
way worthy of Him, that is, with simplicity, 
majesty, and truth. She read to me accoimts of 
the gods which the wisest heathen nations wor- 
shipped, and made me remark that their false 
deities were supposed to be moved by the same 
passions, and subject to the same vices as their 
worshippers, but she said, ' No man's unassisted 
reason oould ever have ooncdved God such as He 
revealed Hunself to Moses. '' The Lord, the Lord 
God» meidfiil and gradous, long-suffering, and 
in goodness and trutL Keeping mercy 
fingiving iniquity, transgresdon. 




FICTION, BUT NOT FALSEHOOD. 57 

and ran, and that will by no means clear the 
guilty.'" 

^ Another day she shewed me, that the fulfilment 
of prophecy proved, beyond a doubt, that the 
Bible waA written by the inspiration of God. 

*' Take down your imcle's Bible, Annie, from 
that shelf, and find out the 23rd of Numbers j 
read the last part of the 9th verse." 

Annie reads: — " Lo, the people shall dwell 
alone, and shall not be reckoned among the 
nations." 

Mrs. Livesay asked, " Of whom does Balaam 
here speak?" 

« Of the children of Israel" 

" What do we now call the people descended 
from those of whom Balaam spoke ?" 

** Jews, mother." 

" Yes, Annie, they are the Jews. IVCss Mundy 
made me notice, that this prophecy was written of 
that wonderftil people more than three thousand 
years aga Then, from different books of history, 
she read the way in which they have been kept 
separate from all other nations, even to this day ; 
and shewed me, that though, since the destruction 
of Jerusalem, they have been scattered among all 
people, yet they still dwell alone; and have been 
preserved from mingling with their conquerors 
and oppressors in a way, which has never been 
seen with respect to any other people. You un- 
derstand this, Annie, don't you ? " 



58 FICTION, BUT NOT FALSEHOOD. 

" Oh, yee, mother, I can see how impoaaible it 
■was for Balaam, or anybody else, to guess these 
woaderiiil things. Only God could have put 
them into his mind." 

" Now, find the 26th chapter of Ezekiel ; read 
what is written at the top of the chapter." 

Annie reads : — " The ruin of Tyre for insulting 
over Jeruaaiem foretold." 

" Now read the 5th verse." 

" It shall be a place for the spreading of nets, 
in the midst of the sea." 

" Stop there, my child. Now I must tell you, 
that my kind teacher made me understand from 
other booka, besides the Bible, what a great and 
rich city Tyre was, when these words were ^raken 
by EzekieL 

" Afterwards she read the accoimt of King 
Nebuchadnezzar's besie^ng Tyre, and the people's 
TcmoTing with their riches to an island half a mile 
from the land, where they built New Tyre ' in 
the midst c^ the sea,' which in time became even 
more fiunous than Old Tyre had been; but a 
mighty oonq^oeror, named Alexander the Great, 
more than two hundred years after, destroyed this 
1 New Tyre also, and the place became less and 
I important, till, as travellers now tell us, it 
\f a jaeim little village, inhabited chiefly by 

>or fishermen, who ' dry their luti in the place 
eagreatandpowerfiilohyonoestood. ' Now, 
' dear Mias Mundy wonld Bay, ' do yon 
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think Grod would have made his servants write 
sach things as these, so long before, and then ages 
after bring them exactly to pass, if He did not mean 
the book in which they are written to be received 
as His own word?' Are you tired, my dear?" 

" Oh, no, mother, I could never be tired of hear- 
ing you talk in this nice way. I was only thinking 
you would want me to light the j&re to cook some- 
thing for your dinner. I intended to have some 
bread and cheese for mine; but, you know, it 
would not agree with you." 

Mrs. L. replied, " You have not peeped into my 
little basket. My lady sent to desire the cook to 
put up some slices of cold meat, that I might not 
have the trouble of cooking. How quickly the 
morning has gone 1 I could not have believed that 
it was past twelve o'clock. Lay the cloth on that 
little table, and then we need not disturb our 
work. I must get these covers finished to-night, 
that I may fit them on, and cut out more to-morrow 
morning. The Aimiture must all be finished by 
Tuesday week, as Sir John's brother is to bring 
his new married lady to the Hall before the end of 
the month." 

The mother and daughter quickly ate their meal 
with thankful hearts, and were soon again seated 
at their needlework. 

" We are going to have a heavy storm, I think ; 
the black clouds are gathering in every direction. 
I hope the hay is carried." 
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As Mrs. Livesay spoke, a peal of distant thunder 
was heard, and large rain-drops began to falL 

" How wet that foreign-looking gentleman will 
bel" said Annie. "Oh, he is coming in at the 
gate. Shall I run to the door?" 

'* Do so," said her mother. " He would be wet 
through, before he could reach the village." 

The stranger, who reached the door just as the 
young girl opened it, thanked her with a very 
pleasant voice and look. His dress (which being 
different to any she had seen before, was the reason 
why she took him for a foreigner) consisted of a 
long black coat, reaching ahnost to his heels; a 
narrow strip of muslin just peeped above the collar 
of his waistcoat, which was buttoned up to his 
chin; and his hat had a singularly-shaped broad 
brim. The good English which he spoke, how- 
ever, shewed her he was a fellow-countryman, and 
then she wondered why he looked so different from 
everybody else. 

He at once accepted the chair Mrs, Livesay 
offered, and expressed how thankful he felt at 
having found shelter in such a neat and com- 
fortable cottage. He then said, "I think you 
have another daughter ; this is not the young lass 
who so kindly gave me a glass of water one very 
hot day." 

** This is my only daughter," replied Mrs. Live- 
say, in such a cold and, as Annie thought, imkind 
tone, that she looked at her with surprise. Her 
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mother had just discerned in the visitor, the person 
who had been some time before pointed out as the 
Romish priest that occasionally visited the Sisters 
of Mercj, and she at once decided to have as little 
conversation with him as possible. 

'* Surely," said the stranger, " I could not be 
80 much mistaken. This one is fair, with blue 
eyes ; but the other, whose civility I spoke of, had 
black eyes and a very high colour." 

** My sister's daughter only left home this 
morning." 

'* Oh, gone out for a holiday, I suppose ?" 

No reply being made to this supposition, the 
last q>eaker began to remark on Annie's industry, 
whose needle flew the faster, from her feeling some 
uneasiness at her mother's strange manners, so vm- 
like her usual respectful courtesy to gentlefolks. 

After sitting a little time in silence, the gentle- 
maxL arose, and walked to the window; the rain 
fell in torrents, the tall trees bent under the 
violence of the wind, which roared round the 
cottage, and the sound of frequent peals of thunder 
mingled with the fierce gusts. He then turned 
and sujreyed the mother and daughter, whose 
likeness to each other told plainly the closeness of 
their relationship. It is true that the hair of the 
elder female had a mixture of white, that took off 
the rich warm glow which distinguished that of 
the younger : but both wore it, clean, and smoothly 
braided, over their fair open brows : both had the 
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same pure complexion, the same soft blue eyes, 
and well -formed features. The dress of the 
mother consisted of a very neat muslin bordered 
cap, a snow-white handkerchief, and clean cotton 
gown; the daughter wore a frock of the same 
material, equally clean, and no painter, or poet 
could have selected two pleasanter specimens of 
humble cottage life. Again the stranger turned 
to the window, and looked at the streams of water 
which flowed down the walL " This will be sadly 
destructive of the farmer's hay," he said, at length. 

'^ I hope it is nearly all carried," replied Mrs. 
Livesay. She spoke in her usual gentle tone of 
voice, and Annie breathed again more freely. 

After remaining some time watching the pro- 
gress of the storm from the window, the visitor 
turned, and walking to the table on which the 
Bible still lay, took it up, and speaking as if 
to himself, in a low, but perfectly audible voice, 
said, " Oh, the Bible in English : it is a pity it 
was not better translated before it was put into 
the people's hands." 

** Sir," said Mrs. Livesay, hastily, *'very learned 
gentlemen, who have gained great honour for 
their knowledge of Hebrew and Greek, have 
said that they never opened their Bibles without 
wonder and admiration at the &ithftdness of the 
translation: and we poor people may well be 
satisfied, when we know, that though these learned 
gentlemen differ in some of their opinions^ they 
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are all contented to appeal to our English transla- 
tion of the Holy Scriptures, as the proof of the 
correctness of their own particular views." 

The priest's countenance shewed surprise, at 
hearing such language from the plain -dressed, 
humble-looking woman before him. He paused 
for a moment, then said, " Oh, I daresay they did 
their best; but among the multitude of Greek 
and Hebrew manuscripts which have come down 
to us, how could any man, without the decision of 
the Church, distinguish between them, so as to 
know which really contained the revelation from 
God?'' 

Reader, did you ever see the parent bird attack, 
in defence of her brood, the strong animal, from 
which at other times she would have fled in terror ? 
The maternal instinct impknted in her, for the 
preservation of her helpless young ones, gives her 
powers till then unknown, and in the strength of 
that instinct, she repels the invader. You may then 
form some idea of the way in which the same 
natural feeling, enlightened by reason, and sanc- 
tified by grace, drew forth from Mrs. Livesay, 
energies of which she had been, till then, imcon- 
scious. 

'' Sir," she said, speaking in a hasty and agitated 
tone of voice, so imusual, that her daughter rose 
in alarm, and placed her hand on her shoulder, 
^— " sir, doubtless you are a learned gentleman, and 
you must know very well that all the Hebrew 
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and Greek manuscripts of the Holy Scriptures 
which could he found in the worid, have heen 
compared with one another; and, that though a 
great many huadrede have been carefully exionined, 
both by good men, who sought to strengthen the 
fitith of themselves and others, and by bad men, 
who wanted to find an excuse for their unbelief, 
neither could find among all these copies any 
variety which affected a ^ngle doctrine, or other 
truth, of God's Word. Why, then, do you come 
into the cottages of us unlearned people, to try to 
make us doubt those preciouB Scriptures, which 
are often our only comfort in want and sorrow ?" 

Agiun the countenance of the unwelcome guest 
expressed surprise: — " And pray, my good woman," 
said he, " who made you so wise ? " 

" Sir," she answered, " these are times to make 
us look well to our hold on God's Word, wh^i 
there are so many bad, designing people going 
■bout, and seeking to confuse ua, and put sinfol 
doubts into our minds." 

" I BUppoee," rejcnned the stranger, " yon are 
too well satisfied with your own knowledge, to 
think it necessary to receive instruction frran the 
clergy. Are you not often able to teach your 
1 minister ?" 
n. Livesay replied, " No, Ear; I do as Crod's 
i commands. I obey them that have the rule 
i I esteem my dear numBter very highly 
'■ work's sake. Ton ue weloomej dr. 
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to stay here till the storm is past, but I would 
rather not listen to you about such things. "Will 
you please to take a chair, sir ; the rain is almost 



over." 



There was no farther attempt at conversation ; 
and soon after the priest took his leave, observing 
that there was no rain now to hurt him, and that 
aa he had an appointment, he would no longer 
trespass on their hospitaUty. 

When he was gone, they sat some time with 
minds and fingers in full activity, without speak- 
ing. At length, Mrs. Livesay said, *^ Did Mary 
tell you anything last night, whidi would account 
for her father's great sorrow when he called at our 
house?" 

Annie replied, " I do not know how uncle foimd 
oat anything about Mary, but she did tell me a 
great deal, which made me very sorry, though, if 
jou please, I would rather not speak about it." 

^ Annie, my child, I hope you have no secrets 
firom your mother," said Mrs. Livesay, hastily. 

Annie answered, ** No, mother. I did not pro- 
mise Mary not to tell ; but she said, that I let her 
think I would not; and as she is now out of 
harm's way, I think I would rather not mention 
what she told me : I will, if you desire me, but I 
dball be very much obliged if you will not. What 
S&i uncle say?" 

'' He came in, looking very tired and imhappy, 
and asked^ ^ Where is Annie?' I told him, you 

F 
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had be^ed to sleep with Mary, and he said he 
wished she had always heen in such safe compaDy. 
Then he told me he was going to take your 
cousin to her mother in the morning, before he 
vent to his work; and added, it would he a 
great comfort if I could let you atop a day or 
two, while he looked about him. You know 
Luke Everest does not like to be questioned, and 
he has been very angry with my ^ter, becaiise 
she would not give up nursing Miss Lake. As 
it was getting late, your father and I s^d you 
might stop to-day, and we would think about it ; 
and we made up our minds that I should come 
and stay with you, till your uncle has settled 
what he means to do." 

" But, mother, how came you to send word 
that I was not to speak to the ladies down the 
lane?" 

" When he waa going away, your imcle stad, 
' Tou had better send a message by me, to tell 
Annie not to talk to those Papists in our neigh- 
bourhood, for fear they should teach her to lie, 
and deoeire her pBrents;* and I answered, 'Oh, 
^^E yee, tell her I forbid ber to have anything to say 
^^^Oo them.' " 

^^^K Here the converBation ceased. Mrs. Livesay 
^^^brnphuned of headache ; and Annie hastened to 
^^^AhI ttHuewatiir fur her mother to hare a oop of tea. 
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CHAPTER V. 

When Luke Everest and his daughter had taken 
leave of Annie, they walked on for some tune 
in silence, each too much occupied by painful 
thoughts to wish for conversation. The circum- 
stance of her father having impatiently snatched 
the pink frock from her, and thrown it with an 
expression of mingled wrath and contempt into 
liis own room, made Mary associate her disgrace 
with this favourite dress. She judged he had 
eomehow discovered that her good lady was not 
3fnL Moore ; and with the natural perversity of 
the unrenewed heart, her resentment was roused 
•gainst her Simday-school teacher, instead of con- 
BGiousneBS of guilt filling her with shame and 
ranorse* 

The morning was one of the finest of the bright 
foaacm ; the sun had risen without a cloud, but was 
not high enough in the heavens to lessen the 
deBoioua freshness of the breezes which blew 
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across the oommon, orer which their road lay. A 
chain of hills, which bounded the view to- 
wards the west, was still partially shrouded with 
a grey mist, but as it slowly melted away, 
their outline appeared in various picturesque 
forms. Kural soimds told of the joy of nature, 
refreshed by the repose of night. The cock 
crowing aloud, clapped his wings as he moimted 
on the top of a little thatched shed ; the flocks of 
geese that had quietly followed their leaders to 
their nightly shelter, now rushed forth with ex- 
panded wings and outstretched necks, uttering 
joyfiil but discordant cries. Next, the clear note 
of the lark, as he floated in the bright sunshine, 
harmonized sweetly with the melodious songs of 
the thrush and Uackbird, whidi softened by 
distance, gave the finishing charm to Nature's 
concert 

As the alent pair ascended the highest part 
of the wide^read common, the perftnne of 
new hay, wild thyme, blossoming rose-trees and 
honeysuckle mingled with the frei^ air, and Mary's 
volatile qpirit felt the exhiliration of the scene 
and hour. Throwing off the uneasy load of reool- 
lection, she abandoned herself to vague anticipa- 
tions of pleasure to be expected in the new 
spliere ahe was about to enter. Sie had c^en 
tfKNi^t the aervants at Squire Lake's seemed to 
ogoj a good deal of liberty, and that they wore 
ymj smart <;lqthCT. Her mother must have beenr 
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▼ery happy there, for eren now, she certainly liked 
the great honise better than her own little cottage. 
Then why, she thought, diould ehe not be equally 
well off where she was going ? 

As her reyiying cheerfulness gave increased 
elasticity to her steps, her father became more and 
more depressed. He was generally considered to 
be a stem, cold man ; and it was said, that if he 
did not absolutely ill-treat his wife, he made her 
h<»ne so uncomfortable, that she was glad of any 
excuse to get away from it. None, however, 
knew the process by which he had been changed 
from the joyous confiding youth who won the 
affection of pretty Mary Saunders, to what he 
was now. 

He had been disappointed in his wife. Mary 
seemed so gentle and loving, so willing to share 
his humble home ; and she and his mother were so 
fond of each other, that, without listening to those 
stem counsellors, reason and reflection, he yielded 
to the pleadings of inclination, and brought the 
petted favourite of a numerous household to his 
cottage. While his mother lived, though an un- 
easy thought would sometimes intrude, suggesting 
the question, ^^ Had he not made a mistake?" it 
was hastily dismissed as unkind and unfaithfuL 
Old Mrs. Everest liked the good things which 
followed her daughter-in-law to her new abode, 
and therefore, as she knew her son's character, took 
care not to let the constant gossiping visits of 
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Mary's former fellow-servants be forced on his 
attention. 

It could not be denied that these visits broke 
in sadly on the new-married woman's time; but 
none of the visitors seemed to come empty-handed, 
and, therefore, it would be a pity to let them 
think they were not welcome. The words, " Do 
not tell Luke," or, ** You had better say nothing 
about it when Luke is by," were frequently on 
her Hps, and she thus taught the yoimg wife the 
lesson so fatal to domestic happiness, that it was 
sometimes desirable to conceal things from her 
husband. Her mother-in-law took care that 
Luke's mkds should be ready for him, and his 
clothes washed and mended as they had always 
been ; and as he never inquired to whom he 
owed these instances of attention to his comfort, 
there was no need to vex him, or to make 
mischief; but when his child was bom, and his 
mother died, soon after, the truth gradually opened 
to him. He was an industrious, independent man, 
and, therefore, grieved that his wife could prefer 
receiving delicacies and luxuries as a sort of alms, 
to being contented with the homely comforts his 
labour could always procure her. He was an 
honest man, and did not feel satisfied that the 
lady at the great house knew of all the little pats 
of butter, joints of cold chicken, tartlets, custards, 
&c. &c, which he saw taken from the baskets of 
Mary's visitors. He was a man of strict truth. 
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and was proportionably offended and grieved at 
the little deceptions and prevarications he dis 
covered. He was a proud man, valuing as his 
birthright the privilege of « every EngHshman 
to consider his house as his castle," and his spirit 
burned with suppressed wrath at the intrusion of 
the Squire's domestics at all times, without excuse 
or apology, to gossip with his wife. Then the 
way in which eTerybody, from the mistress of 
the mansion to the kitchenmaid, interfered and 
advised in his family matters, drove him almost 
to madness, and in a fit of passion he left the com- 
fortable home of his childhood and youth, and went 
to settle in an inconvenient little cottage, with 
nothing to recommend it, except its distance of 
three miles from Squire Lake's, and the absence 
of a social neighbourhood. 

Though this removed him from the daily annoy- 
ance, it did not, eventually, better his condition ; 
for now Miss Emily fretted because she could not 
see Nurse, as she called her, so often as she 
wished ; and whenever she was poorly the servants' 
van used to be sent for Mary and the baby; so 
that, when the husband and father came from his 
work, instead of the smiles of his wife and child to 
welcome him, he found the key under the door- 
sill, and his cold morsel laid out in his lonely 
home, which was often in wild conftision, because 
the horse and driver became so impatient, that 
Mary could not wait to put things in their places. 
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When the absent wife returned, she would be fret- 
ting about her dear young lady; and his child having 
been petted, over-fed, and over-exdted, annoyed 
him by her fretfrd cries at the slightest contradic- 
tion. If he attempted to correct her, the mother 
interfered; pleading, that she was too yoimg to 
know any better, or that she was so feverish and 
unwell, it would be cruel to scold or vex her just 
then. Thus the domestic husband was driven from 
his own fireside ; and when his child could speak, 
and he heard her whisper in a tone of disappoint- 
ment, ** Is not father going out?" he would rush 
from the house in a tumult of woimded feeling, 
which made Mary say, in the presence of their 
child, '^Luke is so hasty that he frightens me." 

Ann Livesay saw this state of things with much 
regret, and tried to induce her sister to attend 
more to her husband's peculiarities, and to be more 
judicious in her treatment of her child. But 
Mary, like many naturally gentle persons, had a 
large amount of quiet obstinacy; and the only 
alteration as years rolled by was, that the younger 
Mary had grown neat, handy, and, to a certain 
extent, orderly, under the teaching and influence 
of her aunt and cousin; she had gone with the 
latter to a Sunday, and day school, and learnt to 
make her father more comfortable during the fre- 
quent absence of her mother. So that when, 
about fourteen months before our story conunences, 
an alarming increase of illness made Miss Lake's 
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parents decide on taking her to London for advice, 
and an urgent request was made for her former 
nurse to accompany her, all Everest's objections 
were overborne. In vain he urged that their own 
girl needed a mother's care ; he was told that she 
was quite old enough to cook his food, and keep 
his house and clothes tidy ; and at length he was 
talked out of his just opposition, because he felt so 
indignant that he feared to speak again, lest he 
should say something which would well nigh break 
his wife's heart, though he knew it would not bend 
her wilL 

For some time after her departure, he had been 
moody and dissatisfied with all the younger Mary 
said or did ; but at length his better feelings made 
him conscious of his injustice to the poor girl, and 
he bescan to accompany her to church ; especially 
after ^e left home to nurse her grand- 
mother in a severe iUness. The preaching of the 
new vicar, Mr. Jones, soon attracted his atten- 
tion; Luke's Bible was more studied, and fre- 
quently, as he came from his work, he would 
linger at the minister's gate, and listen to a little 
word in season, which sent him home to pour out 
the confessions of his sins and sorrows into the ear 
of that gracious Saviour, who had exhibited during 
his sojourn on earth, all the sensibilities of human 
nature, without any portion of its selfishness. He 
was beginning to comprehend in some measure 
the deep and solemn import of the question. 
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**Wliat shall a man give In exchange for his 
soul?" when the remarks of the shopkeeper 
opened his eyes fully to the danger, to which her 
lonely situation had exposed his child. His sinful 
impatience had removed her from neighbours who 
would have cared for her, because they had been 
the companions of his own childhood and youth: 
and day after day she had been left to the do* 
mestic cares which her mother's absence devolved 
upon her, with no cheerful salutation to re- 
fresh her yoimg spirit. When he turned with 
her that morning from his door, his heart yearned 
over her with all a father's tenderness for his first* 
bom; but his efforts to restrain his emotions, gave 
to his firmly closed lips a look of sternness which 
she shrank from beholding. The brilliancy of the 
sun, the sweet melody of the birds, the refreshing 
breeze of mom, were by him unheeded, and as he 
walked with slackened pace, out of consideration 
for his companion, thoughts of the most painful kind 
were wrin^ng his soul to agony. ** William Live- 
say,** he thought, ** would not thus walk in gloomy 
silence by his child — he would find some kind and 
pleasant words to say to her — but my poor Mary 
has heard little that is kind or cheerful from me. 
Why have I 8u£fered gloomy and discontented feel- 
ings 80 to get the better of me, that my wife has 
been made to ding to strangers, rather than to the 
Imrfmnd of her youth? and my poor child, too, 
has been allowed to fiidl into the hands of the 
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destroyer, through want of confidence in her father. 
And now she is going from me with a light heart, 
while I cannot find one word, to remind her that 
a fikther's love is better than the good-will of 
strangers." 

A sigh, almost amounting to a groan, burst from 
his oppressed heart It startled the thoughtless 
Mary, who raised her eyes to his &ce, and was in 
a manner awe-struck by the expression of anguish 
pictured there. " Father," said she, timidly, 
taking hold of his hand, ^^ have I made you so very 
unhappy? I am sorry indeed, indeed, I am; can 
you forgive me ? " 

Everest threw his arm round her, and fondly 
pressing her to his bosom, she felt his warm tear on 
her cheek, and at that moment, for the first time 
in her life, experienced a daughter's afiection for her 
fiither. Short was the time given to the indul- 
gence of their feelings of paternal and filial love. 
A sudden turn in the road shewed Mrs. Everest 
standing at a gate which led into the private 
grounds. She looked exceedingly pale and weary, 
but told her husband that she generally went to 
bed at four o'clock, when the housekeeper or lady's 
maid took her place ; but that she had remained 
longer with the invalid that morning, because she 
did not like to retire to rest till she had seen him, 
and received Mary into her care. Lake fixed his 
eyes tenderly on her palid coimtenance, and said, 
with much afiection, '^ I have given you up too 
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long, I must come and run away with my own 
wife, that I may nurse her, and bring back the 
roees to her cheeks." 

HiB fond tone did bring them back for a moment, 
and she s^d, " Dear Luke, how much you look 
now, ae you used to do when I first knew you. 
I think my dear young lady must ^ve me up, she 
is surely getting better, and you will be so lonely 
now Mary is going away, unless,"— and here a 
slight change came over the tone of her voice — 
" unless your sister can make you more comfort- 
able than I can." 

" Nobody can make me so comfortable as you, 
ray dear wife, if you can be happy at home : but 
we must not stand talking about it now. I must 
run off to my work, for you ought to be in bed, and 
we are very busy just now." 

As he turned away, Mrs. Kvereet said to her 
daughter, "I can't think what is come to your 
father, he speaks and looks so kind : so different 
from what he used to do." 

It was late that morning before Mrs. Everest 

awoke. Mary too had slept, being wearied with 

her watchful nighl^ and earfy walk. Her spirits 

L had not yet recovered from the effects of her 

r&ther's mournful tendemeae. And her mother^ 

Karemarking her unusual silence, began to blame her 

isband for sending his only child to service at 

icb an early age. 

Jk(u7 replied tikut b<rr tutiicr was quite rij^it, 
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for diat he knew she was not steady enough to be 
left so much to herself. On this the mother queru- 
lously charged her with unkindness to her, and 
ingratitude to Miss Lake, in complaining of being 
left alone, when she knew that it was only her 
duty to her kind lady, and her dear Miss Emily, 
that caused her to be absent from her own home. 
Mary attempted no defence; she was grateful to 
her father for not making known, to the lady and 
her household, her late disobedience, as she knew 
he would have done indirectly, had he confided it 
to her mother. The entrance of one of the ser- 
vants prevented the necessity of entering into any 
explanations, and after taking some breakfast, her 
mother led her into a very small room, adjoining 
that in which she herself spent her time, in minis- 
tering to the comforts of a patient invalid. Mary 
looked from an <^n window, on the beautiful 
gardens that surrounded the mansion. Flower- 
beds of whkosical forms glowed with the brightest 
coloured blossoms : tl^y were separated from each 
dther by very narrow walks, covered with pure 
wUte safid, and resembled ridi gems set in ivory 
fiwnes. Beyond the flower-garden, a velvet-look- 
kig lawn Btretdied to Ihe borders of a lake, which 
im llien glittering beneath the sunbeams ; and 
beyond, tar as the eye could reach, fine park 
timber, planted by the hand of taste, extended 
k hmg vistaa. After contemplating for some 
nkatdB the pleasant view without, she turned to 
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examine the beautiful things within. The little 
room had been a favourite apartment of the youpg 
lady of the house^ who had pleased herself with 
collecting articles of elegant, ornamental furniture 
suited to its size. She called it her boudoir, but 
her father named it ** Emily's lumber closet." 
Small paintings covered the walls, and among them 
was seen the portrait of a beautiful boy of about 
fourteen, whose large blue eyes and golden hair 
resembled those of the invalid, and which Mary at 
once recognised as the likeness of Mr. Herbert 
Lake, who was now on his travels. After ex- 
amining, with admiring eyes, the rose-coloured 
and green silk curtains, the beautiful inlaid Indian 
cabinet, and various tasteful articles with which 
she was surrounded, she said to herself, **How 
happy the lady must be, that all these beautiful 
things belong to I and yet mother always calls her 
poor Miss Emily." 

Just then a female servant entered the room, 
looking very hot, and carrying a large parcel She 
came up to Mary and said, "You are a lucky 
girl to have such a friend as our yoimg lady. All 
these are for you. Miss Lake sent me off to the 
village the first thing in the morning to buy them. 
I hope, my dear, you will like my choice, 
and that you will be very happy in your new 
place." 

She then left the room; and Mary remained 
intently gazing on the parcel before her, as if her 



k 
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eyes would penetrate through the paper covering 
to examine the contents, *^ All these things are 
for you," sounded in her ears; and the beautiful 
furniture and decorations she had been looking at, 
lost all their interest, while she awaited with eager 
impatience, for the moment when the parcel should 
be opened before her. After a full half hour, 
which seemed to Mary the longest she had ever 
known, her mother gently opened a door oppo- 
site to that by which the housemaid had entered, 
and taking up the parcel, directed her to follow. 

Mary had not seen the young lady for more 
than a year, and she was not prepared for the 
change in her appearance. She was dressed in a 
long muslin wrapper, and reclined on a couch, so 
contrived that she could, without much change of 
position, occupy herself with materials for writing 
and working, which were placed within reach. 
Her beautiful hair was gathered up negligently 
with a comb, but feU back in natural ringlets to 
her neck ; her skin was as transparent, and almost 
as white, as alabaster, except that a bright flush, 
produced by the fatigue of dressing, tinged her 
cheeks. She smiled with great sweetness, as she ex*^ 
tended her delicate hand to her young visitor, who 
hardly dared to touch it with her own sun-burnt 
fingers, which did not form a greater contrast to 
the soft white palm, than her sparkling black eyes 
and rich bloom did to the ftagile beauty of the in- 
valid before her. 
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" So, Mary,** slie said, ** I hear you are going to 
service ; I hope you will prove as worthy, and be 
as valued as nay good nurse, your exceUent mother. 
But how is it that your father has made up his 
mind to part with you ?^ 

The young girl's face and neck were at once 
tinged with the blush of shame; but she stam- 
mered out, — 

'^ Father was afraid I should get into mischief, 
being so -much alone while he was gone out to his 
work.** 

Her burning blushes were speedily reflected on 
tjie yoxmg lady's countenance, as, for the first time, 
the selfishness of keeping the wife and mother in 
attendance on her, while the duties she owed to her 
husband and child were neglected, flashed on her 
mind. Controlling, the expression of her feelings, 
however, she said, — 

" What will your fiither do without you?" 

** Aimt Jane is gdmg to give up housekeeping, 
and live with him till — ^till — ** And there she 
stopped. 

Miss Lake's imagination finished the sentence ; 
and she remained for a few minutes, thoughtiul 
and silent. At length she said, — 

" With whom are you going to live ?** 

" I don*t know, ma'am. Father only told me it 
was with some relation of our minister, Mr. Jones.'' 

'^ K she is as excellent a person as your good 
minister, you will be a fortunate little girL^ 
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" I do not see why she should be sent away so 
soon,** repKed the unobservant Mrs. Everest. ** I 
dare say, Luke's sister is at the bottom of it. I 
don't think she ever was my friend ; and I must 
say, I think it very unnatural for a man to like to 
live with his sister better than with his wife and 
chUd." 

" We have not given him the choice, nurse," 
said Miss Lake; gravely. **I am very sorry I 
have so thoughtlessly kept you from your first 
duties; but we will talk of that another time. 
Now open the parcel, and let Mary see if* she 
approves of Susan's choice." 

The parcel was opened, and there was print for 
two frocks, calico, and many other necessary articles 
of clothing, which she was to make, under lier 
mother's direction, while awaiting a summons to 
her new service. Before she had sufficiently ad- 
mired these treasures, her mother caught them up 
hastily, and hurried her back into the room she 
had left, just as the taU, grand form of the lady of 
the mansion appeared at the door of her daughter's 
apartment. 
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CHAPTER VI. 

Mbs.9 or as she was called in the village, ^^ Madam 
Lake," entered the room just as Mary quitted it. 
She had some loose papers, and a large packet un- 
(^ened, in her hand, and as she adyanced, said to 
her daughter's attendant, " Nurse, you must not 
let Emily excite or fatigue herself," then, turning 
to the yoimg lady, she added, " Here is another 
immense packet from Fanny ; she and Henry havcf 
accepted her uncle's invitation to go to the Castle, 
the morning he and his wife start for Edinburgh, 
and my kind mother has undertaken that long 
journey, because Sir John very properly considers 
your cousins too yoimg to stay there alone. 
Fanny's letter is full of the wedding breakfast, 
and the festivities which have followed. Will it 
amuse or fatigue you?" 

" Thank you, mama, it will amuse me very 
much. When did it arrive? Is there none for 
me?" 

" The packet was sent over last night 1 have 
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(mly glanced at it, perhaps there may be some- 
thing for you in that well-filled envelope, which 
I have not examined. I have spent every moment 
I could secure in writing to Herbert, and could 
think of nobody but him. Dear boy I I hope he 
will enjoy his visit to Eome again this winter. 
It was very kind of Sir Hugh to a<5Company 
him!" 

" Did not my uncle's only son die at Rome?** 
asked Emily. 

" So it is said," replied her mother, ** but youf 
imcle could never get any clear account of hk 
death. It was a sad story, and we aU wondered 
that your papa should have yielded to Herbert's 
wish to travel in Italy. Your uncle, especially, 
tried to turn him from it, and when he failed, 
surprised us all, by saying, that he himself would 
be his companion. Herbert has so much affection 
for, and confidence in, his uncle, that I believe he 
prefers him to one nearer his own age. But 
farewell for the present, for I have not half 
finished what I have to say to your brother, and 
as Sir Hugh seems to . have good grounds for 
suspicions that his letters have been opened at the 
Italian post-ofiSce, I must not miss this safe 
opportunity." 

Emily took the thick, unopened envelope to 
which her mother had alluded, and found it con- 
tained a packet for herself, with a note from her 
annt, explaining the cause of their neglecting for 
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SO many days to forward the letters, which Fanny 
and her brother had written from their new abode. 
We will place some extracts from the epistle 
of Miss Fanny Douglas to her cousin. Miss Lake, 
before our readers. It ran thus : — 

" I can assure you we were heartily tired of all 
the visiting and gaiety, and greatly rejoiced when 
toy uncle's letter announced that Thursday was 
fixed for their departure; and that everything 
would be ready for our reception on the following 
day. Oh, Emily I how you would have enjoyed the 
lovely country through which we travelled ; Henry 
drove me in a little pony-chaise, and though we 
were caught in one or two heavy showers, it was 
worth a wetting to enjoy the varieties of light 
and shade, which the alternations of cloud and 
sunshine produced. Every new turn in the 
road presented a fresh combination of the loveliest 
scenery; Nature does, indeed, here display both 
her most sublime and most alluring features. 
The little rivers, which flow through all parts of 
the country, are distinguished from each other, 
by the various and interesting scenery among 
which they wind ; some slumber in the greenest 
fields, others pursuing a devious course among 
rocks, and round the base of mountains, some 
of which were wooded to their summits, others 
desolate and waste. 

" The conversation of my dear brother would 
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have made any journey delightfiil ; but when the 
tjharms of such natural beauties were added, truly, 
I was half wild with delight. Anecdotes of his 
college life, descriptions of his particular friends 
iat the university, amusing stories about the 
tricks played by some of the wilder spirits, and 
extracts from his favourite authors, shortened the 
distance; and we could scarcely believe the servant, 
when he rode up to tell us the picturesque edifice 
on the wooded steep before us was M. Castle, the 
place of our destination. You have probably 
heard that the owner is gone abroad, and that my 
uncle has taken it for seven years. The horses 
moved slowly up the hill, and then passing over a 
real drawbridge, we entered the court-yard of a 
real feudal castle. 

" Though large sums of money have been ex- 
pended to make this a delightful abode, I cannot 
say I like the style and arrangement of the rooms 
so well as those of a modem house; especially, 
when the family circle includes only so small a 
party as dear grandmama, Henry, and myself. 
There is, however, one charming apartment, up I 
do not know how many stairs, where grandmama 
sits, and where we are always welcome. It is of 
a round form, with windows in three different 
directions, from which we may look out on scenery 
which, I think, can scarcely be surpassed. I shall 
astonish you, when I return, with the proofe of 
my industrious use of the pencil. Henry laughs 
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at my eagerness to bring away a memoriial of 
every pleasant excursion and interesting con- 
versation. 

** To you, my dearest cousin, I may say, that 
though filled with delight, while these lovely 
scenes are before my eyes, yet I am not free 
from many painful thoughts; I will tell you 
by-and-bye of the doubts which have been intro- 
duced into my mind. I have said that we met 
dear grandmama here last Friday; on Saturday, 
she insisted that I must have taken cold, from the 
sprinklings we were exposed to on our journey, 
and should, therefore, be confined to the house 
the whole day. It was a brilliant morning, and a 
stroll would have been delightftd ; but I had only 
to submit to the precaution suggested by her kind 
solicitude, and was well repaid by the pleasant 
peep I had into all parts of this once feudal abode. 
Various were the surmises I formed as to the 
Jiistory of its former inhabitants, while I eurveyed 
the portraits of fair ladies and belted knights, 
which adorn the walls of the long picture gallery. 

" Henry was out the whole day, only returning 
in time to dress hastily for dinner. He was in 
raptures with what he had seen during his rambles, 
and expatiated on his discovery of a dell in the 
inunediate neighbourhood, which he described as 
more wildly and strangely beautiftil than any^ 
thing he had ever seen before ; and, on grand- 
mama asking ua, if we thought we could amuse 
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ourselves on Monday while she drove over to 
-C. with her maid, to visit an old fiiend who 
had been long confined to her bed, Henry claimed 
me for his companion in reteacing the scene which 
had afforded him such delight. ^ You must put 
•on thick boots, a very tough dress, without flounces 
or furbelows, and the little bonnet you used to 
wear last year by the sea-side,' were his directions; 
and though I could not obey them so far as the 
particular bonnet was in question, that having long 
since, passed to my maid, I found another quite as 
small, and destitute of trimming, for the occasion; 
^ that When I made my appearance on Monday, 
soon after our early breakfast, arrayed, as nearly 
as possible, in the costume he had described, he 
politely assured me I was just the thing. The 
butler brought in an odd shaped tin-case, which 
•Henry packed away somewhere in the shooting 
jacket he had on, and putting a book in his pocket, 
we set off. 

*^ We descended the eminence on which the castle 
is built, and winding round its base came to a 
dear, shallow stream, which issued from a narrow 
opening between two lofty hills. Henry told me 
to step carefully, as he handed me through the 
water (or rather, from one stone to another, which 
he had. placed there to prevent wetting my feet), 
along the bed of the stream, which wound im- 
perceptibly into a very narrow passage, where the 
hilb rose almost perpendicularly to a great height. 
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He then lifted me on to a narrow path, two or 
three feet above the water, and told me to look 
up. I had been so occupied with keeping my 
footing on the slippery stones, that I scarcely 
noticed the change from the full blaze of sunshine 
to comparative twilight. Over-head, trees of va- 
rious lands so intermingled their branches across 
the stream, that we could scarcely get a glimpse 
of the deep blue sky through the narrow opening, 
which appeared to have been gradually formed 
by the little stream flowing down the hill, and 
dividing it into two parts. 'With my brother's 
help, and the assistance aflbrded by the tough 
roots and branches of plants growing up the hili- 
nde, I reached after considerable labour, a part of 
the ascent, where, on a little level ground lay the 
trunk of a fallen tree, on which we sat down to 
rest, and admire the singular scene to which we 
had found access. The opposite hili seemed to be 
formed of a sort of gray rock, some points c^ whidi 
stood out bare and smooth ; while other parts were 
Oiwered with various coloured plants and flowers, 
which seemed disposed, like a rich mosuc, in various 
whinmcal patterns. Streamers of brambles, and 
of the wild rose trees^ coveied with bloom, flaunted 
in the breexe ; and no sound was heard, except the 
tricklii^ of the little stream down the delL 

^ * Isnoltlik jii?t tlie phoe for a feUow to study 
n?* aaked my oonopuiion. 

* * Bui how mn we to get back?* aud I; £»> 
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as soon as my first feelings of wonder and admira-^ 
tion had subsided, I looked with dismay at the 
descent of the hill, up which we had contrived to 
scramble. 

^ ^ Oh, you will not have to get down again, 
unless you are clumsy enough to lose your foot- 
ing, and then the attraction of gravitation will 
bring you fast enough to the bottom.' 

* Not a very pleasantmode of descent,*! rejoined. 

* Well, never mind, I will take care of you ; 
and now I want you to sit down and listen to some 
passages from one of the most interesting books I 
have met with for a long time.' 

*^ I happened to have my crochet with me, and 
we soon settled ourselves as comfortably as if we 
had been in the library. The book from which my 
brother read was indeed a wonderfrd composition. 
Thoughts, previously familiar, were placed be- 
fore me in a new and more attractive formt 
&nciesy which had flitted through my imagi* 
nation, without assuming any distinct shape, 
found there the most delightfrd expression ; while 
over all was cast an originality, a fasdnation, 
which blinded the judgment, and at first, con^ 
cealed the fallacy of some of the arguments ; but 
as Henry read, imeasy doubts began to mingle 
with more pleasurable emotions. Was it true that 
human infirmity had lessened the authenticity of 
the Sacred Volume? The Apostles were here 
spoken of as imleamed men, under the influence 
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of the prejudices common to their age and nation : 
they Judaized, they Platonized, &c. &c. These 
things were not so broadly stated as to cause the 
mind at once to start back in alarm, but rather 
,were gently insinuated, though in such a way that 
there was no mistaking their intention, nor escaping 
their influence. But, dearest Emily, if I am to be- 
lieve that God has not wholly dictated the Sacred 
Scriptures, if human infirmity is allowed to have 
affected the original text, where will my suspicions 
of error stop ? Am I not at once removed from 
the security of child- like trust and confidence in 
the Word, as a ^ light to my path, and a lamp to 
kny feet,' to the position of a cold and cautious 
critic, weighing each sentence, in order to discover 
which part is, and which part is not inspired? 
And can I possibly exercise faith and humility 
while thus employed? I stated these objections 
to Henry, but I find he is a good deal addicted 
to this kind of reading, and I fear to engage in 
argument with him, lest I be led farther, and 
fiurther from what my internal convictions assure 
me is really God's truth, though I am unable to 
grasp it with all the firmness I desire. Is it not 
strange, my dear cousin, that when I strive to re- 
ooUect the sermons I have heard, the religious 
books I have read, the instructions I have received 
in various ways, I can find nothing which can 
aatiafy my mind, on a point of such importance ? 
Goodmenmust occaaionally have had similar difii- 
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culties brought before ih&n, Crood and learned 
men must faaye discovered the fiEdlacies of thoae 
reasonings, which shake the soul^s confidence in 
the truth of God's reyelation. Have they, oar 
have thej not, left on record the course of thou^it 
by which they di9(X)Tered the way to certainty» 
and to the full conviction of the understanding ? I 
have heatated, my darling cousin, about communis 
eating these doubts to you, lest they should harass 
you, as they have me; but to whom else can I 
confide them? Dear grandmama, though a siup 
oere and lovely Christian, has not always been 
trained in gospel principles. It would be cruel, at 
her age, to risk the troubling her simple, hiq>py 
fidth: but you were so early called to a knowledge 
of the truth, and you have so well improved the 
afflictive dispensation, which has for years cut you 
off firom the ordinary pursuits of your age and 
station, that I indulge a hope of receiving from 
yon instruction, which, under the Divine blessing, 
may restore peace to my troubled heart These 
distressing doubts did not present themselves with 
fiill force during the delightftd morning I have 
endeavoured to describe. After we had spent a 
couple of hours in Henry's new study, he drew out 
the littie box the butier gave him, and I found 
it contained some sandwiches, a small bottie 
filled with wine, and a glass. My companion 
contrived to get down to the dear rivulet, and 
bring up a littie water, and after taking tiie re* 
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freshment so considerately provided, we renewed 
Our scramble upwards with renovated strength 
and increased pleasure, till we came to a rock 
which closed the path along which we had pro- 
ceeded, and hung far over the precipice. My 
mischievous brother enjoyed, for some moments, 
my look of dismay ; then turning aside some 
foliage, which concealed a sort of low arch cut 
in the side of the hill, he led me into it, and we 
proceeded in comparative darkness, till we drew 
near to an opening on the opposite side, into 
which the beams of the sun were shining ; he then 
suddenly placed one arm round me, and the other 
hand before my eyes, while he hurried me for- 
ward ; then withdrawing his hand, oh ! never 
shall I forget the blaze of beauty which dazzled 
my senses. The rays of the sun sparkled on the 
bosom of a lake, where the loveliest islets seemed 
to float; beyond the lake, hills rose above hills till 
the most distant mingled with the clouds, from 
which the inexperienced spectator could not dis- 
tinguish them. The sun, high in heaven, was 
undimmed by a passing cloud, and glittered and 
sparkled, filling all with light and life, and pre- 
senting a spectacle which can neither be described 
nor forgotten." 

The letter concluded with family matters, and 
assurances of warm and constant affection. 

The perusal of her cousin's letter awakened, in 
the affectionate and pious mind of Emily Lake, 
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much painful thought. She was grieved to hear 
that Henry, who was to her as a beloved brother^ 
was in the habit of perusing books calculated to 
shake his prepossessions^ (she scarcely dared call 
them principles) in favour of true religion* She 
was displeased, too, at his exposing his young 
sister to the same danger, and felt sorrow that so 
much literary talent should be employed in 
lowering the standard of truth, and casting the 
fascinating glow of genius over error. She 
well knew there were many who would turn with 
abhorrence from naked infidelity, yet who might 
be lured on by general expressions of reverence for 
gospel principles, to peruse, and gradually to receive 
impressions from statements subversive of faith 
and godliness. As memory ran over the letters 
dT her cousin Fanny, and she in a measure realized 
the various dangers to which young people are 
exposed when entering into what is called ** the 
world"; her heart rose in thankfulness for that 
dispensation of Providence, so often lamented by 
her family and friends, which had extended her on 
a bed of languishing, just as preparations were 
making to introduce her into the frivolity and dis- 
sipation of fashionable life; and had taught her 
experimentally the truth and value of Divine 
revelation. She now earnestly sought the pro- 
mised Spirit of Wisdom, that she might be fur- 
nished with convincing arguments; and prayed 
that her cousins' minds might feel and acknow- 
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ledge tlie weight of such arguments. At intervals, 
as strength permitted, she wrote as follows : — 

" My beloved Fanny, — I have in imagi- 
nation accompanied you through all you have 
so pleasantly described, and enjoyed an intro- 
duction and sort of intercourse with all the 
agreeable acquaintances you have made since we 
parted. Your letter describing the wedding festi- 
vities, was redolent with the perfume of orange 
blossoms, and dazzling with the blaze of jewel- 
lery. Every one of your amusing epistles has been 
duly forwarded from the Hall ; and my mother, 
especially, has marvelled how you could have 
secured time to see, to enjoy, and to describe all, 
without giving up the necessary duties of eating 
and sleeping. I am now to add to the acknow- 
ledgments which I, in common with the rest of the 
family, owe to your graphic pen, my individual 
thanks for your most interesting— do not start if I 
add,painfuQy interesting- letter addressed to my- 
self. You know, my dear Fanny, that I have lived 
long enough on the borders of eternity, to be in 
some measure qualified to weigh its all important 
realities against the perishing things of time. 
Often, when I have been almost borne down by 
languor and suffering, the recollection of some 
cheering promise from Scripture, has infused a 
joy or tranquil peace into my heart, which no 
combination of the brightest earthly prospects 
could have awakened. 
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** Frequently, when I meditate on the loving- 
kindness exercised toward me, and trace back the 
minute movements of Divine Providence, my 
mind reverts to the time when papa and mamtf 
went to St. Petersburgh, and left me for more 
than two years under the kind guardianship of your 
dear parents. 

"You were just born, and Henry and myself 
were between five and six years old. Then it was 
that the beloved governess of your sisters, Harriet, 
and Mary, first opened to my infant mind the 
wonders of redeeming love. She was snatched 
from us by a very sudden illness soon after I 
returned home ; but I never forgot the lessons she 
had taught me, never ceased to find in the Word 
of God the instructions which enabled me to keep 
in the paths of peace. That delicacy of consti- 
tution, which prevented my taking pleasure in 
many of the pursuits common to girls of my age 
and station, threw me early on my own resources ; 
and my indulgent parents allowing me to gratify 
my taste for serious reading, I have engaged in 
many studies which do not often occupy the 
attention of a young lady. It has been my 
practice, for some years, to note down from 
different authors, passages which express viewe 
and evidences satisfactory to my own mind, 
80 that I am not altogether unprepared to 
discuss the important subject on which you 
ask my sentiments^—- namely, that of the plenary 
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inspiratian of the Scriptures of the Old and New 
Testament 

** By the expression, * plenary inspiration,' I 
mean neither less nor more than the mysterious 
power exercised by the Spirit of God upon the 
minds of the sacred penmen, causing them to 
write, and guiding them in writing, . even to the 
dioice and application of the very words they 
have employed ; and this to such an extent as to 
guard them effectually from error, 

" You must not accuse me of plagiarism, be- 
cause I do not give the names of the authors 
whose sentiments I quote. In many instances, 
the idea was gleaned in reading, but afterwards 
digested by meditation before being committed to 
paper; so as to prevent my separating between the 
original suggestion and the operations of my own 
mind. Kemember this explanation as you read. 

*^ Numerous are the objections started by pro- 
fessing Christians, as well as by avowed infidels, 
against the doctrine of plenary inspiration. One 
of these, which once somewhat troubled my own 
mind, I will state as clearly as I can. It has been 
said, * There is in the different books of the Bible 
a variety in language, thought, and style, which 
everywhere shews the personal agency of the 
human writer.' 

" This, my dear cousin, is an undeniable fact. 
Marks of individuality undoubtedly are found 
throughout the Sacred Volume, Who could mis- 



PICTIOK, BUT NOT FAL8EHOOD. 97 

take the style of Paul for that of John or Peter ? 
But why should we not consider this as an element 
of IKvine Revelation? We must perceive that 
the diversity alluded to, fits Revelation for 
meeting the diversity which is found among 
mankind : why should its existence then be 
received as an argument against the inspiration of 
Paul, or John, or Peter? He who used them 
aa His instruments, in convejring the knowledge 
of His mind and will to their fellow-men, not 
only knew every peculiarity of their mental con- 
stitution, but also formed that ocmstitution for 
His own purposes. David could say, *The 
Sfiiit of the Lord spake by me, and His word 
was in my tongue.' Paul tells us, GaL L 15, 
that God separated him from his birth to be an 
apostle. The Almighty declares the same of 
J^remialk 

^^ Let me give a little illustration of this argu- 
m^it; and, as a preparatory step, recall to your 
mind that wonderfi^y talented and pious man, 

the Reverend Dr. , whom we met three 

years ago at uncle James's. Do you remember 
how he fascinated, as it were, die attention of 
mere infants, while he explained to them, in lan- 
guage grand in its simplicity, the types of the 
Mosaic law? Now, then, for my illustottion. In 
the room adjoining the one in which I am 
writing, is seated a yoiu^ girl, the daughter of 
my Hnd mffse^ who has gone for some years to 

H 
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the village Sunday-Bchool^ and is now about to 
enter into service at a distant town. Suppose the 
Doctor, of whom I have spoken, intended to ad- 
dress her class-mates, in her name and through fur 
instrumentality; would he not, while dictating 
to her the supposed address, adopt the simplicity 
of style, and choose the phrases most in use among 
girls of her station ? K his acquaintance with her 
turn of mind were sufficiently intimate, he would 
stamp her individual character on the address. 
Would it on this account be less truly and entirely 
kU composition ? 

^^Let us next suppose him to employ mama's 
pen, as his means of communicating with the dif- 
ferent members of our family. You know her 
style is peculiar ; but we may imagine him to be 
familiar with this, and to adopt it. Might he not, 
in her name and style, and using her as his amanu- 
ensis, mention certain particulars, with the minutise 
of which she was imacquainted, thou:h some of 
the parties to whom they were addressed might be 
familiar with them in all their bearings ? Might 
he not even (supposing his influence over her to 
be sufficient) use her style and pen to express 
sentiments to which she is entirely opposed ; and 
yet the composition still bear her name? But 
would not the authorship be exclusively the 
Doctor's? 

*^ One more illustration. Might he not, in his 
own name and language, put forth an explanation 
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of the glorious plan of salvation; but using my 
hand and pen ? When he dilated on the grandeur 
of God's revelation ; pointed out the harmony of 
its several parts ; and proved, by clear and con- 
nected arguments, that though the books of the 
Sacred Volume are given in manifold forms, there 
is to be found in all the same eternal truths : — 
man everywhere shewn to be a sinner, and God 
to be ^ a Just God,' and yet a Saviour ; man 
losing in the first Adam his right to the tree 
of life; man recovering in the second Adam a 
title to feed eternally upon its precious fruits — 
again I ask, would this third composition be 
more or less the composition of our talented and 
pious friend than either of the other two ? If you 
agree that my illustration is correct, you will find 
no difficulty in acknowledging, that the difference 
in language and style, to be found among the 
various writers of the books of the Old and New 
. Testament, is no sound argument against their 
plenary inspiration. 

^^ M. Gaussen, a sound and judicious Swiss 
author, uses the following arguments in substance, 
though, perhaps, not in the exact words : — * The 
. Scripture is — ^not the expression of the mind of 
. God, revealed by him to men, and by them pro- 
mulgated in words of their own selection, — but it 
is the Mind of God and the Word of God ; and the 
man who communicates it, may never himself have 
received the affections or light of life : as we see in 
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.1 



100 PICTIOIT, BUT NOT FALSEHOOD. 

the instance of Odaphas and Balaam. It is tl 
inspiration of the book which is presented to ns 
the object of &ith> and not the state of mind 
him who wrote it ; and our minds ought ever to ] 
directed, not so much to the endowments of tl 
writer, as to the God of all holiness, who epeai 
to us by his instrumentality ; so that in the bo< 
we haye to confide in God for eyerything, in mi 
for nothing.' Should you eyer meet wiA tl 
work of M. Graussen, do not let its hard name 
Theopneustia frighten you. It will well repay 
careful perusaL 

" You win, I know, be Interested in hearing th 
the new mode of treatment adopted by Dr. J 
seems quite suited to my state. I can sit up no 
for some time, and eyen bear to be carried dowi 
and wheeled along the sheltered walk in ti 
garden-chair. Uncle Hugh has written to h 
steward to hire a yacht, and sail in it 1 
the Mediterranean; and it is now in debat 
whether it may not be desirable for me to pre 
ceed in this yessel, to a warmer climate for th 
winter. Should it be so decided, papa and man 
will accompany me, and we shall be jmned b 
unde Hugh and dear Hubert It seems strangi 
dear Fanny, to find myself thinking of years i 
oome, after so many weeks watching for symptonc 
of speedy dissolution. He who has kept me tna 
quil and happy in pain and weakness, will, I doul 
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not^ keep me from fallings if pennitted again to 
enter into active life. 

** * ' Tis sweet to lie passive in His hands, 
And know no will bat His.* " 

*^ So that His presence go with me, all must be 
welL 

" Let me have another of your entertaining letters 
80on, and believe me always, 

** Youra affectionately, 

" Emily. 

^^ P.S. — ^I enclose letters for grandmama and 
Henry." 
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CHAPTER VIL 

"We will commence this chapter wiA the reply of 
Miss F. Douglas to the last letter. It ran thus : — 

" Dearest Emily, — How pleasant it is, on 
such a stormy day as this, to have employment 
so much to one's taste, as answering your late 
valuable letter is to mine. I have read it over 
several times, and each perusal makes me more 
entirely realize the fact, that Hhe marked indi- 
viduality which may be traced in the different 
writers of the several books of Holy Scripture, 
affords no sound argument against the plenary 
inspiration of these writings.' 

** Have you, my dear cousin, ever remarked, 
how a multitude of perplexing doubts lose their 
influence, if only one among them vanish before 
the light of truth ? We have in the dispersion of 
this one doubt, clear proof that it was our ignorance, 
and not the strength of the evidence by which 
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it was supported, which gave it the power to 
harass our minds ; and we may reasonably cherish 
the hope, that, like as the noon-day sim dispels 
the mists of the morning, so the darkness of 
error will disappear as the light of truth and 
of sound reason beams more fiilly on our under- 
standings. 

** As my pen finished the last sentence, Henry 
came in, to collect his books preparatory to a 
day of hard study ; and asked, first, * Who I was 
Jting to ? ' next, 'If he might read what I had 
written ? ' On doing so he smiled, then sighed. 
Baying, * Ah, Fanny ! so you argue ! But sup- 
pose a man makes it his interest to be an un- 
believer, do you suppose that your reasoning 
would satisfy him ? ' He then hurried out of the 
room. What could he mean? He could not 
allude to himself when he thus spoke. Papa has 
always expressed himself satisfied with his con- 
duct ; his tutor has ever spoken with approval of 
his regular habits. I have heard that his college 
fiiends were chosen from among the most respect- 
able men there. Why, then, did he sigh ? 

** I rose from my seat, and walked to the win- 
dow, that I might get rid of the uneasy recolleo- 
tion of my brother's manner; but a curtain of 
rain and mist shut out the fine prospect from view. 
Grandmama is immersed in a sea of papers with 
her man of business, who is staying here : so I 
have resumed my pen to g€t rid of my present 
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uncomfortable feelings, in the review of all that 
has passed here since I last wrote. 

^^ I will commence with the despatch of the 
letter-bag, which conveyed my volmninons epis« 
ties, at which your mama so marvels. Just as it 
departed, a messenger brought a note from aunt 
Julia, my uncle's bride, which said, that as they 
would probably travel for some months in France 
and Q-ermany, she should feel obliged if I would 
keep her favourite mare in full exercise ; and that^ 
knowing my fondness for horse exercise, she had 
desired her to be forwarded for my use. You 
never saw such a beautiful, gentle creature ; her 
paces are perfect, and after a ride of twenty 
miles, she mounts the castle-hill apparently no 
more fatigued than her rider, who could double 
the distance if permitted. In this neighbourhood 
the farmers are so obliging, that we never need 
lose a fine prospect from the fear of trespassing ; 
and we daily feast our eyes on hills and valleys^ 
wood and water, churches and ruins, which might 
convince the most incredulous, that none need 
leave England in search of the picturesque. 

" Last Thursday we rode to D , a town 

about seven miles off, and as we were entering 
it I said to Henry, ' Do observe that strange- 
looking man. Did you ever see such a coat ? * 
As I spoke we drew nearer, when my brother 
cried out, * Frowden, is that you? How did you 
come here ? ' The stiff personage addressed, an- 
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swered with something like cordiality to Henry's 
frank address; but bowed with great formality 
when the latter introduced him to me, as ime of 
his college friends. At parting, my brother in- 
vited him to dine at the castle on the following 
day; but he answered, with an air amusingly 
solemn, ' Do you forget that to-morrow will 
be Friday, a day on which the Church com- 
mands &sting and mortification, not visiting and 
feasting?' 

*^ ^ Let it be Saturday then ; I will send a horse, 
if you have not one here.' And thus it was settled* 

^^' Who is that friend of yours?' lasked, as soon 
as we were out of hearing. 'Why does he make such 
a figure of himself? I am sure grandmama will not 
like him. Why did you invite him to dinner ?' 

** * Taking your questions in r^pilar order, I re- 
ply, — my friend is the Rev. S. Frowden. He 
adopts a particular style of dress, and a few other 
p^^ „ ,.4» of «*i.fyi.« . n^ 

inordinate desire for distinction, which limited 
abilities, and the absence of higher claims, prevent 
his gratifying in any other way ; and I invited 
him to dinner, at the risk I confess, of some an- 
noyance to our good grandmother, for the sake of 
seeing how his vagaries will shew in the fight of 
her sound common sense, and real piety. I have 
hitherto seen these gentlemen only in the company 
of silly young ladies, and men as shallow as them- 
selves, where they have it all thdr own way.' 
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'^ ^ But is he a Koman Catholic, that he talks in 
that manner, of fasting and mortification ?' 

" * My dear sister, I must take your education in 
hand, for it has been sadly neglected. Young 
ladies are expected, in these days of progress, to 
know all the points of difference, or rather, I should 
say, of resemblance between Anglo Catholics and 
Roman Catholics. If you expect to be distin* 
guished in society, you must be prepared to set 
at defiance papa's and mama's, yes, and grand- 
mama's opinions also, that you may be a worthy 
follower of ladies of rank and fashion, who have 
made the first move in exchanging the religion of 
the Bible for one of forms and ceremonies. Con- 
sider, Fanny, what an advantage it must be, to 
compound— by the exercise of morning and even- 
ing chantings and intonations, a few extra genu- 
flexions, and occasional fastings — ^for taking your 
full swing among the pomps and vanities of this 
wicked world. Do not stare at me so, *^ avec ces 
gros yeux bleus." You cannot understand me ? — 
No wonder; I am often a riddle to myself: I 
despise these innovators, and am sometimes 
tempted to doubt everything.' 

" At dinner, Henry mentioned the invitation he 
had given, and the reason for its non-acceptance on 
the following day. Grandmama observed, — 

" * I hope your friend does not attach any idea of 
merit to fasting ; if once this finds entrance into 
the mind, it draws the soul off firom the only 
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foundation, and fosters either a feeling of self- 
righteousness or one of slavish fear.' 

"*But,' replied Henry, *you will allow that 
fasting is a scriptural practice. Our Lord both 
observed it^ and gave directions for its performance, 
and the Apostles did the same.' 

**^We read of the Apostles fasting/ rejoined 
grandmama, ^ but find no intimation of their incul* 
eating the observance on their Gentile converts. Not 
being thus bound on the conscience as a duty, the 
practice of fasting is left to the judgment of the in- 
dividual believer. Each must decide for himself, and 
forbear judging those who differ from him in this 
matter. We may conceive cases in which fasting 
may assist devotion, and thus benefit the soul ; but 
if you notice its effects, where it is rigidly enforced, 
as among Mahommedans and Boman Catholics, 
you will agree with me, that if superstitiously used 
lis a mere ritual observance, it weakens both mind 
and body, and delivers a man over as a slave to the 
tyranny of a designing priesthood.' 

"^What regulations,' asked Henry, *do you 
consider most likely to enable a man to derive 
benefit from the practice ?' 

" Grandmama replied, * Our Lord has told us 
that we must not, like your friend, force our 
observance on the notice of others, — " When 
thou fastest, anoint thine head, and wash thy 
face, that thou appear not unto men to fastJ^ 
Neither must we make the observance or non^ 
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observance a matter of contention. God sajs to 
His ancient people^ by His pn^het, — ^^ Ye fast for 

strife and debate. Ye shall not &st 

as ye do this day^ to make yonr voice to be heard 
on high." The only acceptable motives must be 
the securing of leisure^ and ability for secret de- 
votion^ and the increasing our ability to assist our 
distressed fellow-creatures; both whidi objects are> 
according to my poor judgment, more likely to be 
attained by habitual abstinence, than by the Lent 
£su3ting, preceded by the carnival rioting of the 
Papist.' 

** * Bravo, grandmother I' cried Henry, * I wish 
all our reffius and other professors would argue 
as practically as you have done.' 

*^ I pass over the rest of the conversation with the 
remark, that if, as it must be confessed, grand- 
mama does sometimes make very long speeches, 
what she says is always so much to the purpose, 
that few persons would wish to abridge them. 

*^ On Saturday, according to previous arrange- 
ment, the groom was sent with a led horse to D. 
for Mr. Frowden, and an hour later Henry and I 
mounted, intending to meet our expected guest, 
and guide him to some of the celebrated points of 
view in the neighbourhood, with which he was 
probably unacquainted. On reaching the brow of 
a hill, which commands the view of a long line of 
road, we discerned the expected, sitting bolt up- 
right, in the most awkward position you can 



FICTION, BUT NOT FALSEHOOD. 109 

imagine, his elbows sticking out, and the long 
skirts of his coat fluttering in the wind. * What 
a guy I' cried Henry ; and though I quarrel with 
him for these foolish, schoolboy eiq>re68ions, * what 
a guy r came again and again to my mind 
throughout the day. 

** When we had exchanged salutations, and 
ei^lained our plans, Mr. F. b^^ed we would 
accompany him to an old church in the neigh- 
bourhood, whidi was undergoing the process of 
renovation; and we turned our horses' heads in 
the direction he indicated. We soon reached the 
building, beautifdlly situated on the hrow of 
a hill, and alighting, amid stones and litter, 
enta'ed the churdL Our companion, who had 
appeared quite insensible to the beauties of 
nature, became absolutely animated, as he found, 
or fancied he found, traces of certain Romish 
superstitions, which our reforming forefathess 
have wisely suffered to sink into obliTion. I was 
tired of the dust and noise of the work-people, 
and, leaying the two gentiemen to £scns8 sundry 
questions about altars and credence tables, rood- 
screens, sedilia, jnscina, and such like jargon, I 
strolled into tiie churchyard, and seating myself 
on the steps of a stile, feasted my «yes on the 
cnkiTated oountry, whidi stretched out below me. 
I spare you a description of fields of golden grnn 
waving in the breeze, trees of every hoe, fitxn the 
tender green dioot, called fcrth by Ife late man 
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showers, to the prematurely rich tint of autumn 
hedge rows, decorated wit^J various-coloured 
blossoms, and the wild fruits, which Nature's 
lavish hand had spread out, to feast the feathered 
tribes. These things may tire in description, 
but never in the reality. Here I sat, in a sort 
of dreamy enjoyment, till the sound of a distant 
clock reminded me of the hour; and I hastily 
summoned the gentlemen, fearing we could 
scarcely avoid breaking in on grandmama's punc- 
tuality. We cantered home as speedily as we 
could, without incurring the danger of ejecting 
our awkward companion from his saddle, and 
I had barely time to dress for dinner. 

*^ I own it was rather inhospitable, but during 
the social meal, I could not help remarking that 
our guest's habit of periodical fasting, must involve 
a large amount of mortification ; for surely never 
did a man enjoy, with keener relish, the luxury 
of a good dinner, and what Henry caUs ^choice 
wines.' It was therefore, perhaps, less surprising 
that he made frequent allusions to his Fridays; 
and I was much amused with the detail of various 
ingenious little devices, adopted in the way of 
diversion, to make him forget the cravings of a 
healthy appetite. Grandmama's usually pale and 
tranquil countenance gradually became flushed; 
she looked troubled, — ^her common sense, and high 
religious standard, making her feel disgust and 
annoyance at this trifling with what the poor man 
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evidentlj considered a religious observance. After 
the servants had withdrawn, she remarked that 
she could not understand how any person could 
attach the idea of a pious exercise to abstinence 
from food, if unaccompanied with entire devotion 
to the single purpose of seeking communion with 
God in prayer. 

** * It is not Jways in a man's power,' answered 
Mr. Frowden, ' to devote the time to such a 
purpose; yet your ladyship must own that the 
Church has authoritatively settled the matter 
by fixing the regularly recurring days. Though 
the laxity of modem times has suffered this 
wholesome exercise to fall into disuse, it ia cer- 
tain that the mediaeval Christians were strict and 
punctual in its observance.' 

^' After a short pause, grandmama said, ' My 
young friend, a great difficulty in all discus- 
sions arises fix)m the imperfection of language, 
especially as connected with the use of general 
terms. Unless, therefore, some common standard 
be agreed upon, as that which shall fix the limits 
of each matter in dispute, there can be no hope of 
arriving at satisfiu^ry conclusions. It is prob- 
able that by the terms Church, Christian, and 
such like, very different ideas are presented to 
your mind and to mine. Where shall we find a 
common standard? Shall it be in Holy Scrip- 
'tore, which, as our 6th Article says, * containeth 
all things necessary to salvation, so that whatsor 
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ever is not read therein, nor can be proved 
th^eby, is not to be required of any man that it 
should be believed as an article of £uth, or be 
thought requisite or necessary to salvation.' 

^ Mr. F. replied hastily, as if fearing a snare 
was laid for him, ^ I hope your ladyship does 
not insist on my receivii^ the interpretation of 
Holy Scripture from either your or my own 
private judgment. We must look to the tra- 
ditions of the Church for the sense we are to 
attach to its propositions. With this condition 
agreed to, I am quite willing to dbide by the 
Article you mention. 

^ ^ Will you tell me whut the Church is, and 
liow we may learn that there is a Church in 
existence ? ' inquired grandmama. 

*^* Oh, my lady, you must know what is meant 
by the Church.' 

^ 'I certainly know what sense God's Word leads 
me to attach to the term ; but I do not learn diere 
that the interpretation of that word is committed 
to any man or body of men. The Holy Spirit 
who inspired the Scriptures is their only infaUi- 
ble Interpreter, and that Holy Spirit is promised 
to them that ask. Gt>d has endowed mankind 
with the powers of reflection and observation. As 
reasonable and reflecting beings, we are bound to 
exercise our natural powers in seeking to dis- 
cover the plain grammatical meaning of eadi 
sentence in Divine Revelation; looking up, at 
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the same time, with faith and prayer for the 
promised Spirit to open to us the spiritual mean- 
ing, and to write the truths savingly on our 
hearts.' 

*^ * My dear grandmother,' interposed Henry, 
* do not you sometimes find difficulties and con- 
tradictions in the Bible ? ' 

" ^ Difficulties, frequently,' she replied ; ^ con- 
tradictions, never. K there were no difficulties, 
would it not prove the Book to be the product of 
a mind of no higher range than our own? If 
there were real contradictions, iit could not be 
the work of the All- Wise and True God. When 
the mind is opened to understand the Scriptures, 
many things which before appeared perplexed and 
contradictory, become plain, as if written with a 
sunbeam. Then we feel and know that the Scrip- 
tures are from God, because only He who formed 
us could so wonderfully speak to our inward 
consciousness, and adapt His remedies to our 
spiritual maladies. Believe me, my dear Henry, 
when I say, that the weakest, real Christian can 
meet, without fear, all the arguments and objec- 
tions of all the infidels in the world; because, 
according to God's faithful promise, he hath " the 
witness in himself." Seek, then, for the gift of that 
Spirit, which ** searcheth all things, even the deep 
things of God ;" and remember, that " the secret 
of the Lord is with them that fear Him." ' 

<' We were all silent for some minutes. Evea 

I 
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onr sapient loritor seemed touched by the tender 
earnestness with which these words were spoken. 

''At length I ventured to inquire of Mr. 
Frowden, whom he meant by mediaBval Christians. 
Looking at me^ with that sort of condescension with 
which one answers the question of an inquisitive 
child, he replied, ' To whom could the term be 
applied, but to Hildebrand, Leo, and Becket, 
those lights of the middle age, and others like* 
minded.' 

" Henry here remarked, ' There is certainly a 
&ult in our coU^es and public schools ; for while 
they send us forth quite familiar with the mythic 
heroes and great men who figured in ancient 
Gredan and Roman history, we are left quite 
ignorant of the character and conduct of those who 
flourished in later times. Frowden, will you 
enlighten me as to the claim of the worthies you 
have just named, to the honourable distinction* you 
have assigned them?' 

" Mr. Frowden answered, ' Oh, you cannot be 
ignorant that they were brave champions of the 
privileges of the Church.' 

" ' Here, then,' said grandmama, ' we return 
to the question firom which we started, ^' What 19 
the Church?" Suppose, before we go further in 
this discussion, each gives a definition of the word. 
Will you, Mr. Frowden, commence?' 

" * Well, my lady, I should say, that by the 
term Church, we mean the Bishops and other 
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Clergy who can trace back their succession to the 
Apostles; and all the laity who have received 
Christian baptism.' 

" * I doubt,' said Henry, ' whether, if we strictly 
abide by this definition, we shall find a single 
Church in Christendom ; for one link wanting in 
the chain g£ Apostolic succession, will break the 
continuity as siu-ely as if you take away a hun- 
dred. Now, grandmother, for your definition.' 

** * Yours first, if you please. You, as a Greek 
scholar, can give us the original meaning of the 
word which our translators have rendered Church ; 
and, you know, I place some value on grammatical 
accuracy.' 

" * The Greek word EccUsia^ which is the one 
you refer to, has, in the original, the meaning of 
Assembly ; and so it is translated Acts xix. 41> 
where it refers to the riotous concourse of people 
brought together by Demetrius and his craftsmen. 
When intended to designate the assembly of those 
who profess to be the followers of Christ, we 
should, perhaps, find no definition more worthy 
our adoption than that of the 19th Article^ which 
runs thus, ^^ The visible Churdi of Christ is a 
ccmgregation of faithftd men; in which the piure 
Word of God is preadied, and the Sacraments 
duly ministered, according to Christ's ordinances 
in all things that of necesaty are requisite to the 



same."' 



<< Qxandmama looked very nuich pleased^ as she 
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replied, ^ Your quotation prevents the necessity 
for any other. As dutiful members of our Scrip- 
tural Church, we are bound to accept her defi- 
nition ; and I for one, can do so with all my heart 
and understanding. Mr. Frowden, you cannot 
hesitate, having so recently subscribed to the 
39 Articles. Having now cleared the way, will 
you tell us how Hildebrand, Becket, and Leo 
merited the honourable title you have bestowed 
upon them ? What particular acts of theirs gave 
them a claim to the appellation, ^' Lights of the 
Middle Ages?"' 

^^ Mr. Frowden stammered and hesitated, as he 
replied, ^ I — that is, I must own that, like Douglas, 
I am not sufficiently acquainted with the history 
of the times in which they lived, to be able to 
give a detailed account of their actions; but every- 
body knows that they laboured to release the 
Church from bondage to temporal authority.' • 

** * I think,' rejoined grandmama, * that if you 
examine into the history of this period, you will 
find they were distinguished for zeal — ^not for the 
privileges of the collective body of the Church — 
but for the exaltation of their own order, at the 
expense of all other interests in both Church and 
State. Hildebrand, afterwards Pope Gregory 
VIL, appears to have been the very impersona- 
tion of papal arrogance and spiritual despotism. 
He greatly oppressed the lower orders of the 
clergy, and enforced on them the unnatural and 
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unscriptural practice of celibacy ; and he excom- 
municated the Emperor Henry IV., because that 
monarch resisted his invasion of rights previously 
exercised by every emperor, and unclaimed by 
any pope. Becket convulsed England by his 
attempts to set aside *^ the Constitutions of Cla- 
rendon;" because by these laws clerical criminals 
were declared subject to the civil courts. While 
Leo X., to whom I suppose you allude, as he 
was the first of the name after Gregory VIL, 
plundered the people of their property, and fos- 
tered destructive error, by his infamous sale of 
indulgences, which led, under God, to the blessed 
Keformation. His history rather belongs, how- 
ever, to modem times than to the Middle Ages, 
properly so called.' 

*^ Mr. Frowden fidgeted on his chair, and gave 
evident tokens of dissatisfaction, while grandmama 
was speaking ; and, almost before she ceased, broke 
forth, — * But surely your ladyship must grant that 
it is insufierable for the spiritual power to be in 
subjection to the temporal?' 

" She replied, * By spiritual power, I suppose 
I am to understand the ecclesiastical ; and by tem-^ 
poral, that of the civil ruler?' 

** Mr. F. bowed assent. * Let us examine 
this in the light of Holy Scripture. Let us see 
how the case stood among that nation, whose in- 
stitutions were appointed and regulated by the 
Almighty Kuler of the universe Himself. When 
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God appointed Moses lawgiver, and Aaron high 
priest, to which did he give the ordering of 
all regulations connected with the worship of the 
Israelites ? You will find that these, as well as the 
political government, were committed not to the 
high priest, but to the lawgiver ; and, so &r from 
the supremacy being given to the former, we find 
Jehovah rebuking Aaron for attempting to claim 
equalitj. You will find the history in the twelfth 
of Numbers. If you read with attention the his- 
torical books of the Old Testament, you will find 
everywhere, kings, notpriexts, ruling those circum- 
Btantiab of worship which were not fixed by the 
Almighty himself' 

** Henry here remarked, * Frowden looks very 
incredulous, will you oblige us with chapter and 
verse where such instances are recorded?' 

** Grandmama put her hand into one of those 
pockets whence, when we were children, so many 
little indulgences came forth as to make us marvel 
at their capaciousness, and drew out a little note- 
book : after turning over some of its leaves, she 
said, ' In Joshua iii. 8, you will read, that 
the Lord said to the leader and commander of 
the Israelites, ^^ Thou slialt command the priests 
that bear the ark of the covenant," &c. &c. In 
the eighth chapter of the same, 30, 32, 35, wtfiivd 
it was Joshua, the civil ruler, not the high priest, 
who '^ built the altar unto the Lord, and wrote on 
the stones a copy of the law of Moses ; and afterward 
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read to the people the words of the law, the blessings 
and the cursings." 1 Chron. xiiL, you may read 
that it was Eang David, and not the high priest, 
who regulated the religious observances on the 
removal of the ark. 2 Chron. vL vii. viii., you 
will find Bang Solomon, not the high priest, de- 
dicating the temple; hallowing the priests; and 
appointing their courses, while of these latter it id 
recorded, ** They departed not from the command- 
meat of the king imto the priests and Levites, 
concerning any matter." I should weary you be- 
fore I had exhausted my evidences. Search out 
the matter for yourself.' Mr. Frowden said, 
rather discourteously, — ^ I suppose your ladyship 
will next undertake to prove, that the civil ruler 
is also to decide points of doctrine.* 

** Grandmama replied, in a gentle tone of voice, 
' Certainly not ; neither king nor priest has 
authority in this matter, but only the Word of 
God: though the peculiar studies and the learn- 
ing of the clergy will give great weight to their 
explanations and interpretations in doctrinal ques- 
tions. A faithful clergy will always be duly 
honoured by a pious and well-ordered laity.' 

" * Nobody shall ever convince me that it is 
right for the State to lord it over the ChurcL 
Perhaps your ladyship approves of the appoint- 
ment of Bishops to their sees, and Clergy to their 
benefices, by sovereigns and other lay persons.' 

<< ^ We must not overlook the fact,' said grand- 



120 FICTIOy, BUT NOT FALSEHOOD^. 

nnina^ ' that no b jman, of any rank, can take m 
step in the ordination of an indiTidual, beyond 
bearii^ testimony to his nu^al fitness for the o&oq 
of the ministry. The Bishop appoints his course 
of stud|r ; examines his qualifications ; and, by the 
impodtionc^ hands> sets him apart for his ini|K>rtaDt 
work. The K^ic^ afterwards gives him his 
fioense to preach. To his Bishop he is accoontaUe 
fx the soundness of his doctrine, and the blame- 
lessness of his life ; and, if in either he is fiiultj, 
the laws may be so put in force, by his Bishop, as 
to hinder his preferment by any patron, lay or 
dericaL With such ample security against the 
intru^on of improper persons, what need is there 
tor any interference with the rights of property ? 
Is it not just that the donor of the temporalities 
should be allowed to select from the body, (which 
is supposed to be all equally elegible,) the parti- 
cular individual he or she esteems best qualified, 
for the particular preferment to be bestowed ? ' 

^ Grandmama looked to our guest for a reply ; 
but after a minute or two of silence, she arose, 
inquiring whether the gentlemen would join as in 
the drawing* room, or have cofiiee sent to them? 
Mr. Frowden pleaded the distance, and lateneaa 
of the hour; and we saw him no more. 

^ Do you wonder at this lengthy report of o«ir 
tdblc talk? The subjects treateJ of were new to 
me; and I was deeply intcre.ted in observing the 
of grandmama's views, and the affee«> 
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tionate earnestness of her manner. After the 
departure of his visitor, Henry joined us, and soon 
turned the conversation back to the mediseval 
age. 

*^*It is quite true,' he observed, *that I am 
sadly ignorant of this portion of history ; and the 
new light which the Anglo Catholics, as they call 
themselves, cast on it, tends still more to perplex 
me. Even Dr. Arnold has endeavoured to vindi- 
cate Hildebrand, and some German professor, I 
forget his name, eulogizes him as '^one of the 
most blameless of men." I want a candid opinion, 
and I think I may expect it from you.' 

"Grandmama replied, ^Hildebrand, afterwards 
Gregory VII., was imdoubtedly a man of com- 
manding talents; and being the hero of the 
Church of Kome, may be fairly considered an 
exemplar of her views and principles. When he 
appeared on the stage of history, the papacy had 
just emerged from a state of disorder and infamy, 
which one would think might deter the most 
resolute stickler for Apostolic succession, from 
attempting to trace its course through such a 
polluted stream. Crime and debauchery filled 
the Vatican; while three rival popes performed 
ceremonies, and conferred orders, which they 
mutually declared void, and anathematized. From 
this hot-bed of corruption, the Emperor Henry 
IIL raised Kome, and enabled her to put forth 
anew, pretensions to be considered as ^^ the pillar 
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and ground of truth,^ but who can biing a dean 
thing out of an unclean ? 

'* ' Under the more respectable Pontiflfe, whom 
Henry raised in succession to the papal tiara* 
infamous vices were corrected, the papacy began 
to regain, once more, ascendancy over the minds 
of the people; and soon after put forth pre-* 
tensions to independence till then unheard of. 
The minority of Henry IV., son and successor 
to the benefactor of the papacy, enabled ambitious 
churchmen to make many successful encroach-^ 
ments on the imperial prerogatives; and when 
Hildebrand ascended the papal chair, he found a 
wide field for the exercise of ecclesiastical ambi- 
tion. He formed a scheme of government, by 
which political and religious interests were to be 
blended with each other ; and the Bishop of Rome, 
placed at their head, was to exercise authority 
over aU the kings of the earth. They were to 
hold their dignities and possessions at the pleasure 
of the Spiritual Autocrat, so long, and so long 
only, as they employed their authority in support 
of his power. This vision of universal, unlimited 
di(»ninion, has never &ded &om the mental view 
of the iU>man pontifl^. In order to realize it, 
they have plunged kingdoms into desolating wars ; 
insulted* excommunicated, and caused to be assas- 
anated* monarchs who opposed their exorbitant 
pretensions; and slaughtered God's faithM aer^ 
YVdA^ from age to age, in order that the soH^alled 



FICTION, BUT NOT FALSEHOOD. 123f 

infallible head of this projected hierarchy might 
exercise prerogatives commensurate with his in- 
satiable ambition.' 

** Henry here remaiied, — * It is a common thing 
to hear the Bomanists of the present day profess 
that their religion teaches them to *^ render unto 
C«sar the things that are Cassar's." According to 
Pope Gregory's plan, they may do this without 
the abandonment of a single iota of the lofty pre- 
tensions of the papacy to universal supremacy/ 

** * As among these pretensions we find a claim 
to infallibility,' said grandmama, ' it is quite &ir 
to argue, from the conduct of the popes in past 
times when they had power, what would be their 
conduct again if they once more obtained power. 
Infallibility must, in the very nature of things, be 
unchangeable. Let us see how Bome has, in 
times past, " rendered unto Csesar." ' 

'^Bising from her seat, grandmama selected a 
commonplace book from a pile of volumes on the 
side table, and pointing to some extracts in her 
own handwriting, said, ' Bead this, and remember 
that the German Kaiser was the representative of 
CaBsar in that day.' 

** Henry read what, with permission, I copy, as 
follows: — 

" * The pope, raising his eyes to Heaven, in- 
voked, (with a voice which echoed amidst the 
breathless silence of the synod, through the 
remotest arches of the vast building,) the holy 
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Peter, prince of the apostles to hear; and Mary 
the mother of God, with the blessed Paul, and all 
the saints to bear witness ; while for the honour 
and defence of Christ's church he, in the name of 
the Holy Trinity, interdicted to Henry, son of 
the deceased Emperor of that name, the govern- 
ment of the whole realm of Germany and Italy ; 
absolved all Christians from their oaths and al- 
legiance to him ; and bound him with the strong 
bond of anathema. 

** * This sentence was pronoimced in the second 
week of Lent, A. D. 1076 ; and, in the autumn of 
the same year, appeared a rescript of Bome, re- 
quiring the German princes and prelates, counts 
and barons, to elect forthwith a new emperor; 
assuring them of the apostolical confirmation of 
their choice. The theocratic theory of Hildebrand 
seemed now passing into a reality; the relations 
of the papacy and the empire were inverted ; the 
vassal of Otho sought to reduce Otho's successor 
to vassalage; and churchmen began to speak of 
the exaltation of their order above all earthly 
potentates. 

" ' At this time Henry IV. had scarcely com- 
pleted his twenty-sixth year. Degraded, if not 
absolutely deposed —hated and reviled by the 
superstitious populace, he set out for Italy in the 
garb of a pilgrim, during a season so severe, that 
for four months the watera of the Rhine were 
frozen into a solid mass. 
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** * Among the crowd of courtiers who had in 
more prosperous times thronged his palace, not 
one could be found willing to become the com- 
panion of his toils and dangers. It was towards 
the end of January, after a painful journey of more 
than six weeks, that this descendant of kings and 
rulers of nations drew near to the fortress of 
Canossa, which was situated in the bosom of the 
Apennines, and where Gregory was then residing 
with Matilda, of Tuscany, known in the history of 
those times as " the Great Countess.'* Barefoot, 
and clad in a thin penitential garb of white linen, 
the emperor slowly ascended the rocky pass which 
led to the outer gate : the earth was covered with 
snow, the mountain streams were arrested by the 
freezing blasts, which whistled through the gorges 
of the hills; and it was with strange emotions of 
pity and wonder that the princes of Italy, wha 
surrounded the Pope and his protectress, gazed on 
the majestic form and noble features of him to 
whom the head of the papacy was now rendering 
what we may suppose he considered '* the things of 
C(Bsar,^ Passing through the first and second 
gateway, Henry stood in the posture of humilia- 
tion before the third, which remained inexorably 
closed against his fiirther progress for three days, 
during which time the pope irreverently trampled 
on that authority which God has commanded to 
be honoured. The endurance of the sufferer was 
the only measure of the tyrant's inflexibility, for 
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it was not till the emperor had rushed from the 
8cene of his mental and bodily anguish, that the 
pope consented to receive the proffered submis- 
(don. Hunger, cold, and weariness, had for the 
moment crushed the lofty spirit. Henry wept 
and cried for mercy, and humbled himself, until 
he had reached the lowest level to which the 
haughtiness of his great antagonist could depress 
him. Then, and not till then, did the Pope re- 
voke the anathema he had pronounced** 

^^ Henry^s cheek flushed as he read this descrip- 
tion of the tender mercies of ecclesiastical rule* 
* What fools we Oxford men are,' he cried, * to 
countenance any approach to a system which 
would reduce our beloved Queen to the position 
of a mere puppet, under the control of ambitious 
churchmen ; and her lay subjects to slavery of the 
most despotic kind — the slavery of superstition.' 

" * Surely, my dear Henry, you have never been 
mixed up in any movement towards Rome?' 

^^ ^ Not actively, I had no temptation, for, as a 
layman, I could have had nothing in common 
with those who consider all civil interests subor-* 
dinate to the ecclesiastical ; but I, and others like 
myself, have been indifferent to the success or 
fitilure of their schemes^ and when we have 
noticed their mummeries, it has been rather as 

• These historical facts are clearly set forth in an interestinir 
entitled ♦• fitWdftfwtd atkJ t*« Exco»mimtcat«d Emperor.'' 
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subjects of ridicule, thau as a oousiuiacy against 
civil and religious liberty. Can you guess at the 
inducements which lead so many of the laity to aid, 
by their influence, in the disseminaticm of Tracta- 
rian principles and practices? We may, without 
breach of charity, surmise that Ioyc of dominion, 
and craving for notoriety, have weight with the 
clergy of a certain class; and the hieropathic 
affection which ecclesiastics have excited in the 
female bosom, from the ^ great Countess" to the 
present race, may account for the worsted work 
and bouquets, the fasting and daily attendance, 
of young ladies; but why middle-aged ladies, 
and gentlemen of all ages, should join the 
ranks is, I confess, a problem too difficult for 
me to solve.' 

^ Grandmama replied, ^ Among the varieties of 
human character, there are always to be found 
individuals of a grovelling spirit, who rejoice to 
resign, on any terms, the burden of free-will, and 
the responsibility of free agency. Besides these, 
there are weak souls, who can only make progress, 
or stand upright, when sustained by the impulse 
or pressure of a crowd : add to them, the worldly- 
minded, who gladly purchase, by rigid conformity 
to rubrics, and an exact performance of cere- 
moniak, a license to continue a course of dis8q)ai« 
tion and vain amusements incompatible with the 
profession of a purer doctrine, and you will have^ 
so fiur as mere number is the question, a goodly 
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company to fill the body of the church, and ad- 
mire the histrionic performances in the chanceL 
To such, the practices of Tractarianism are likely 
to prove the high road to popery, where splendid 
ceremonials, superb edifices, and the prestige of 
numbers, are to be found in perfection.' 

" * It must be owned,' rejoined my brother, 
' that in the splendour of their worship, and the 
exquisite beauty of their cathedrals, the Roman 
CathoUcs do give us an idea of their devotion, 
which contrasts, unfavourably for Protestants, 
with many of our neglected country churches; 
where the absence of even cleanliness and decent 
order shocks every sense of propriety.' 

'* ' I am not going to justify such irreverent 
neglect, which is, however, much less common 
than it was twenty years ago, when I say, that if 
the stones of those magnificent cathedrals '* could 
cry out of the wall, and the beam out of the 
timber answer them," the tales they would tell 
of widows plundered, and orphans impoverished, 
to supply the funds spent in their erection, would 
make us rejoice in our plainer edifices ; combined 
as they are with the deliverance of our land from 
that superstition, which taught that the erection 
and adornment of such buildings were more 
acceptable in the sight of the Most High, than 
the habitual exercise of justice, mercy, and truth. 
But are not you and Fanny inclined for a walk, 
this mild evening ?' added grandmama. ^ I have 
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talked so much, that unless I have a season of 
perfect quiet, I shall look forward to a sleepless 
night.' 

** The glow of light from the beams of the 
departed sun had not faded from the western 
horizon, and the ftiU-orbed moon had but recently 
ascended above the eastern, when we sallied forth 
to enjoy a delicious walk. Dear Henry's in- 
variable kindness and fine intellect, must always 
render him one of the most delightftd companions; 
and on this evening, there was a gentleness and 
quietness about him which made him more than 
usually interesting. Scarcely a breeze ruffled the 
branches over our heads ; the moonbeams quivered 
on the waters which wound round the bottom of 
the castle-hill; and a cheerful chirping, or an 
occasional low twitter from the hedge-row, which 
bounded the path by which we ascended after our 
rambles, alone suggested the idea of other living 
things being near us. Nothing could be more 
favourable for the awakening of feelings of gra- 
titude and devotion to the Creator of this fair 
world. If my letter had not already exceeded 
all reasonable dimensions, I could enlarge on the 
sentiments expressed by my dear brother; but 
here are one, two, three, four, closely written 
sheets. A succession of rainy days, (during which 
grandmama's private business, and Henry's ab- 
sence, who is gone to Liverpool to meet some 
Irish friends, have left me many solitary hours ;) 

K 
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enabled me to scribble on, till I had set down the 
whole of the conversation, which so much in- 
terested me. 

*'You will easily beheve, my dear Emily, 
how much we all share in the joy that the pros- 
pect of your eventual recovery has awakened. I 
scarcely dare picture you to myself as rising from 
that couch, where you have so long lain a resigned 
and patient sufferer, to adorn and bless the do- 
mestic and social circles. Let me add, that I 
await with anxiety another of your valuable 
letters, on the Plenary Inspiration of the Sacred 
Volume. What would I not give to be able to 
say, with the firm decision of our excellent grand- 
mother, — ' We feel and know the revelation to be 
from God.' 

"I have left no space for messages to dear 
friends. Assure them of my love, and accept 
yourself a double portion from 

" Your fondly attached 

** Fannt.** 
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CHAPTER VIIL 

Emily speedily replied to her cousin as follows : 

*^ My dear Fanny, — I find it difficult to con- 
vey, in words, even a faint idea of the interest with 
which I have perused your charming letter. How 
striking are our dear grandmama's sound under^ 
standing, extensive information, and deep piety, 
throughout the conversations you have related. 
Your Mr. Frowden seems one of a class alluded 
to in a quotation I lately read from the speech of 
some good man, to this effect,— * We must not be 
surprised, if, when unconverted men intrude them- 
selves into the sacred office of the ministry, they 
magnify the external rites which they can under- 
stand, at the expense of the spiritual truths 
which they cannot understand.' May we and 
ours be preserved from this class of teachers, who 
fancy they are feeding the flock, when they give 
them the shell without the kernel. 

'^I am the only idle person in the house, all 
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the rest being busied with preparations for our 
approaching departure ; and I feel my helplessness 
when I see mama perplexed with a multiplicity of 
cares^ which^ though many of them appear scarcely 
worth the anxiety, I would gladly lessen by par- 
ticipation. You will be glad to hear that I have 
an attendant in the place of my old nurse Mary 
Everest^ who is quite as tender and skilful in 
assisting me, while she possesses what I always 
felt to be a want in poor nurse. Mrs. Wilton, 
Mary's sister-in-law, is one whose Christian 
character has been moulded in the school of afflic- 
tion. Only think, dear Fanny, of her having three 
promising boys, and an excellent husband taken 
off by consumption in ten years. The chastened 
sorrow with which she alludes to these loved ernes, 
and the triiunph of fidth over mere natural feeling, 
are truly instructive and affecting : her eye kindles 
in the midst of h^ tears, as she remembers that 
in the case of each of the departed, she could 
* commit the body to the ground, earth to earth, 
ashes to ashes, dust to dust, in the sure and cer- 
tBun hope.' This admirable person has a little 
independent property, sufficient for all her mode* 
rate wants; but when she found that Mary's 
absence from her home had broken in on her 
htuband's domestic hapjnness, and caused their 
diQd to be sent away, to remove her from some 
mischief into which she was likely to fell, she 
Oama and ottered to supply nurse's place till a 
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suitable person could be found: wd we have 
become so attached to each other, that lahe has 
consented to accompany me in our projected 
voyage, to which I am loojdng forwwd with 
^Jmost unmingled pleasure. 

'^I am anxious to devote some of my ^hort 
remaining season of quiet to the examinq,tion of 
the subject we have entered upon-^the pknary 
inspiration of the Holy Scriptures. If, as some 
aasert, we may detect therein, errors in fects, and 
contradictions in statements, this doctrine must 
be abandoned. But let it be conceded, that some 
differences not easily explained are to be found 
in a book abounding in narratives ; in which the 
same events are repeated in a variety of forms, by 
different historians, each having a definite object 
in view (such as the elucidation of a doctrine, oir 
the individualizing of some general truth) — may 
not the accounts be all true, without being strictly 
identical? Does it not frequently occur in oom-» 
mon life that different persons relate the same fact^ 
in different ways, and yet without departing from 
strict veracity ? 

" It is easy to assert that there are contradiC'» 
tions in the Bible ; and sometimes really pious 
Christians suffer their convictions of its inspiration 
to be relaxed by such assertions, without knowing 
the grounds on which they are made. They dp 
not trouble themselves with examining either the 
general testimony of God's Word, or the nature 
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of the objections opposed to that testimony. The 
complete connection of a chain of circumstances 
which happened 1800 years ago may not be stated^ 
and consequently the means of explaining the way 
in which apparent discrepancies may be reconciled, 
not being in our possession : should an outcry, there- 
fore, be raised that these facts are contradictory ? 

** I will illustrate my meaning by relating what 
appears to me a case in point. About a fortnight 
ago, papa, who had been some days absent from 
home, wrote to beg mama would meet him at 
Birmingham, in order to arrange a business of 
importance with some persons, whose stay there 
was to be very limited. She was to travel by an 
appointed train, and punctuality was urged as of 
the first importance. Owing to some misunder- 
standing on the part of the servants, the carriage 
which was to convey her to the station was 
nearly a quarter of an hour later than it waa 
ordered: and mama entered it in great discom- 
posure of spirit, a violent storm of wind and rain 
adding to the disagreeables of her hasty and 
anxious journey. About ten minutes after she 
had driven off, and before I had commenced 
dressing, a card was put into my hand, on which 
she had written a hasty message ; desiring me to 
welcome some visitor who had just arrived, and, if 
possible, persuade him to remain until her return 
with papa on the following day. I sent Wilton 
to explain to him why I could not at once attend 
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to her wishes, and to inquire if he would take 
refreshment. On her return she told me his 
servant had taken a portmanteau into one of the 
dressing - rooms ; and that the chaise had been 
dismissed, with directions to the driver to send 
another in two hours. Half that time had elapsed, 
ere the newly-arrived guest made his appear- 
ance. I thought him one of the most interesting 
persons I had ever seen. His forehead was lofty 
and finely formed; his complexion dark, but 
lighted up by the most brilliant eyes you ever 
saw ; and though he probably looked older than 
he really was, owing to the upper part of his 
head being bald, yet this added to the dignity, 
without detracting from the elegance, of his ap- 
pearance. He introduced himself as the intimate 
friend of my uncle Arthur, from whom, he said, he 
had parted at Bombay only seven weeks before ; 
then placing a small Indian casket in my hands, 
he added, — 

" * Colonel Lake, recollecting that the day of 
my departure was his niece's birthday, sent this 
little memorial, with a verbal message of congratu- 
lations and good wishes; his right hand having 
recently sustained an injury prevented the use of 
his pen.' 

^^ The casket contained a splendid gold chain, 
and some other very elegant ornaments. I gave 
mama's invitation; but my guest told me, he 
had only landed the day before from the steamer 
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which brought him &om Alexandria ; that he had 
oome nearly one hundred miles out of his direct 
road, in order to fulfil as early as possible, the 
commission he had been charged with, and was 
longing to reach London, where he had business 
which would detain him for a week or ten days ; 
after which, he would gladly avail himself of 
mama's proffered hospitality, and give us, as he 
had promised his friend, a hundred particulars 
respecting his wife, his child, his position in Jndia^ 
&c, which could not be communicated by letter. 
We were in the midst of a very interesting con- 
versation when the cluuse was announced, and we 
parted. 

^' When papa and mama returned next day, I 
hastened to display my superb presents; expatiated 
on the agreeable and poUshed manners of their 
bearer; described his venerable bald head; and 
wondered at the kindness of my dear uncle, in 
remembering my birthday after a separation of 
so many years. 

^* * What dreams are you relating, Emily?* 
exdauned mama. ' I never saw a more ill-bred 
ajid unprepossessing person, than the man who 
thrust his head out of a post^haise into my 
carriage yesterday morning, so close to my face 
that the wind blew his nasty grey hair almost into 
my mouth, though he still wore his travelling cap. 
The packet of letters he gave me, ought to have 
been delivered a month ago, when the shawls and 
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preserves were sent down; for Arthur writes 
word that this person received the whole under 
his charge, and that he was to sail from Madras, 
last April, direct for England' 

** * Here are a host of irreconcilable contradic- 
tions, indeed I ' cried papa. ' One says, he sailed from 
Madras direct to England; the other, that he 
came by the overland route. One, that he took 
leave of Arthur in April ; the other, that they 
parted on the twenty-third of June. One, that 
he has kept back letters, which common politeness 
would have induced him to forward a month ago ; 
the other, that he had the gallantry to travel one 
hundred miles out of his direct road, when he had 
important business awaiting him in London, in 
order that he might fulfil the commission en- 
trusted to him the very earliest possible moment. 
One asserts, that he is an ill-bred, unpre- 
possessing person, with a quantity of grey hair ; 
the other, that he is a most interesting and ele- 
gant man, with a venerable bald head.' 

** * It must be one of Emily's fancies,' said 
mama. ' K he only landed yesterday, how could 
he have sent the shawls a month ago ? Besides, 
Arthur's letters are dated from Madras, where 
his regiment is stationed. It is surprising, my 
dear (looking somewhat sternly at me), how you 
can thus let your imagination run away with 
you.' 

" It did not become me to argue the point with 
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mama, or I might have retorted, ' How could my 
uncle's friend have known that the 23rd of June 
was my birthday? Where could he have pro- 
cured the chain and other presents, if not from 
my unde? Why should he have told me he had 
just landed, and was in haste to be in London, if 
he had spent more than a month there ? ' 

*** Now I appeal to you, dear Fanny, if any 
two descriptions of the same facts could appear 
more contradictory and irreconcilable than those 
which my mama and myself gave to papa ? Yet 
when our Indian friend arrived here last night, 
and suppUed the missing links, the whole became 
one harmonious narrative. The application is 
obvious. 

'* Besides the obscurity arising from the absence 
of connecting circumstances, we must remember 
the probable source of verbal diflFerences, arising 
from the record being made in a different lan- 
guage from that used by the speakers. Our Lord, 
his disciples, and the Jews, spoke the vernacular 
language of their nation, which was the Syro- 
Judaic When, then, according to the Re- 
deemer's fidthfrd promise, the Comforter, whom 
He sent frx>m the Father, brought all things to 
the Apostles' remembrance, and inspired them 
with the Greek words in which they were to 
xeoord those things; where is the inconsistency of 
snppoang, that while this Holy Spirit of truth 
always cansed the exact truth to be written by 
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each. He might not always restrict Himself to 
the same terms, but might in infinite wisdom 
supply diiFerent writers with different, though 
equivalent expressions, in which to record the 
same facts and discourses for the instruction of 
distant ages ? 

" I will leave you for the present to reflect 
on what I have written, and conclude vdth a pro- 
mise of sending in a few days a paper of extracts 
I am making from my commonplace-book, and 
the explanation of my riddle. The enclosure you 
will kindly give, as addressed, to dear grandmama 
and Henry. Always believe me, dearest Fanny, 

" Your affectionate cousin and sincere friend, 

'' Emily." 

A few days after. Miss Douglas received the 
extracts which are copied below, enclosed in the 
following letter : — 

** Deab Fanny, — Our time of departure draws 
near, and as our correspondence will necessarily 
be interrupted for some time, I have copied the 
enclosed, which I hope you will study candidly 
and prayerfully. May the arguments therein 
contained be blessed to your full establishment in 
the conviction of this truth, * All Scripture is given 
by inspiration of God.' 

" Every object around me here seems to 
acquire a new charm, from the thought that 
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many months must elapse before we shall again 
yisit our dear home. The gardens are in their 
most luxuriant bloom ; and as my eye turns from 
the many memorials of affection which adorn 
my dear little room, to the gay prospect without, 
the thought arises — can Italy, with all her boasted 
attractions, present anything which I shall admire 
as heartily as I do the numerous beauties which 
here surround me ? Nothing but the prospect of 
renewed health brining with it renewed oppor- 
tunities of usefulness, could repay for the quiet 
enjoyments we are for a season to resign. We 
leave this, next Tuesday. I am to take three 
days to travel to Southampton, resting on the 
road, that I may not exhaust my feeble powers. 
Mama is so nervous and anxious, that I lose my 
selfish fears in sympathy with her ; and my fiither 
has prevailed on her to go through with him in 
one day, leaving me to travel with Wilton ajid 
a couple of servants. 

" Now for the solution of my enigma. 

" My uncle's friend had taken leave of him, 
after receiving the parcels and letters he was to 
be the bearer of, had sent all his luggage on 
board the Sioaiuea, to sail direct for London, and 
was preparing to embark as the vessel was about 
to weigh anchor, when an officer, belonging to the 
dvil court of Bombay, presented him with a law 
p^er, requiring lus attendance as witness in an 
iu^ortaiit trial to be heard at that place. All he 
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tovld do was to send by the captain letters to his 
London agent> directing him to pass his luggage 
through the custom-house, and fin'ward the various 
packages according to the addresses. It was by 
this means that the present of shawls and preserred 
reached us a fiill month earlier, than the letters 
which were written to accompany them. 

^ Landing again at Madras, our Indian friend 
proceeded by steamer to Bombay; whither my 
uncle accompanied him, for the douUe purpose of 
recruiting his health by the voyage, and being 
present at a trial, in the result of which he 
felt great interest. On the passage he severely 
Sprained the thumb of his right hand. Arriving 
at Bombay, he satisfied his curiosity as he had 
proposed, and on the morning of June 23rd, saw 
his friend on board the steamer by which he was 
to reach Africa, on his way overland to England, 
charging him at the same time with the affec- 
tionate message and kind present so faithfully 
delivered. Mama now acknowledges that she was 
fretted at being delayed, and made no allowance 
for tilt disfiguring effects of the traveUing cap, 
when she pronounced him ^ unprepossessing,' and 
that it might possibly be something of impatience 
and haughtiness in her own manner whidi inter- 
rupted his elegant equanimity, and gave him the 
appearance of being * ill-bred.' While I, on my 
part, have confessed that my admiration of the 
lofty forehead made me quite overlook the long 
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faithfully deliver his doctrines, by means of which 
these operations were to be effected. How could 
they exercise these powers after their decease, but 
by their writings? And where else can those 
pure doctrines be found ? Our only rational 
conclusion must be, that the powers conferred 
on Christ's apostles were exercised, when by the 
inspiration of the Holy Ghost, they delivered to 
the Church of Christ that doctrine according to 
which man's final state wiU be determined; and 
that their writings contain that divinely inspired 
Word to which our Lord referred, when he uttered 
that precious petition, * Neither pray I for these 
alone, but for them also which shall believe through 
their toardJ* 

" An objection to the plenary inspiration of 
Scripture has been offered by some, which they 
state thus, — * There are passages in which the 
Sacred Writers use language in manifest opposi- 
tion to the known laws of Nature.' 

** In reply it may be said, that if any physical 
errors could be shewn to exist in Scripture, it 
would manifestly prove that the book was not 
from God ; but the believer may defy the infidel 
to prodoee from the whole Bible one such error. 
On the contrary, it is deeply interesting to trace 
oat the latent store of science contained in the 
sublime simpHdty of its expressions. It would 
be puerile to complain that the language of 
Soripture should be in the infiuicy of science, what 
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it still is with the most learned philosophers — the 
language of appearances. Were you to hear Sir 
John Uerschel himself, discoursing with the 
learned Professor Airey, even in the Royal Ob- 
servatory of Greenwich, you would find them 
speaking of the stars rising and setting; of the 
planets revolving, acxjelerated, stopping, retrograd- 
ing. Would you have had the Sacred Historian 
relate the miracle recorded in the tenth chapter 
of Joshua, in more scientific language than is now 
used by the modem astronomer ? 

** Let us suppose the case of a learned and 
pious astronomer directing the attention of his 
children of tender years to the starry heavens. 
How he stoops, as it were, to their level: and 
presents to their opening intelligence, words and 
images which they can understand! You may 
notice, that while he tells them nothing that is not 
strictly true, he does not place the whole truth 
before them; lus language indicates that he 
knows more than he intends to impart to them. 
He is not instructing them in science, this is not 
his object ; he would, at this time, lead them up 
* through Nature's works to Nature's God.' 

*^ Still, nothing in his language will contradict 
the principles of science; on the contrary, mnek 
of what he says, will shew that he is silent re- 
specting more that he perfectly understands ; and 
when^ at a later period, his children, with enlarged 
capadties and increased information^ reconsider 
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his Instructions, they will discern that with a wise 
adaptation to their former infant state, the germ 
of science was then implanted in their minds. 

** Such is the twofold character which the at- 
tentive student may discern in God's revelation. 
His inspired Scriptures speak with precision the 
language of appearances ; but while they are thus 
the words of a father addressing his chUdren in their 
infant state, they are such that the oldest and 
most advanced will never find a single sentence 
opposed to the true condition of the works of 
creation; but may, on the contrary, observe 
occasional expressions, which clearly prove that 
what they themselves have laboriously searched 
out. He knew more than 4,000 years before ; and 
better than they. 

" If God would communicate with man. He 
must condescend to man's weakness, in order that 
man may understand what God would teach, and 
thus His language always exhibits condescension, 
but never any want of knowledge. 

** Let the sceptic, who shelters his unbelief 
under the supposed contradiction of Scripture 
language to the known laws of Nature, turn his 
attention for a little season to the systems of na- 
tural philosophy established among both ancient and 
modem philosophers, previous to the more recent 
discoveries in science. Let him examine Homer'a 
theory of a solid vault or firmament, beneath which 
the sun and moon performed their courses in 
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earth, assemble a council; condemn him; depose 
him; expel him from the earth! Next, let our 
unbeliever search out the amount of scientific 
knowledge possessed by philosophers down to the 
period of the birth of our immortal Sir Isaac 
Newton; and contemplate Galileo groaning in 
the dungeons of the Inquisition, until he purchased 
his freedom by pronouncing, in the presence of the 
assembled inquisitors, at their palace of the Holy 
Order, the following words : — * I, Gralileo, in the 
seventieth year of my age, on my knees, before 
your Excellencies, abjure, curse, and abhor the 
doctrine of the earth's motion.' 

** What would have been said, and justly said, 
of the pretensions of the Bible to inspiration, if it 
had set forth any of the errors noticed above ? 
or had resolved the material world into four ele- 
ments? or had represented the stars as crystal 
vases ? What, if the volume had asserted that the 
fixed stars, being kindled by their own velocity, 
illumine the sun with their fires ? Yet these, and 
countless other theories equally absurd, consti- 
tuted the natural philosophy of mankind in all 
ages, down to almost modern times. How could 
the sacred writers escape these errors, if not 
through Divine inspiration ? Truly, here is proof 
that every one of those writers could adopt the 
language of David, and say, * The Spirit of the 
Lord spake by me.' 

'^ Now let us open our Bibles, and examine the 
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writings of the fifty sacred penmen, from Moses, 
who wrote in the wildemess nearly 400 years 
before the destruction of the city of Troy, to the 
fisherman's son, who, 1,500 years later, penned the 
sublime Apocalypse in the Isle of Patmos. Where 
are the errors that disfigure the writings of the 
wisest, and most learned heathen, and early Chris- 
tian philosophers? We find here none of the 
mistakes which the science of one age discovers 
in the science of that which preceded : nothing 
which contradicts the soundest result of the inves- 
tigations of the learned world. Let us go care- 
fully through, from the first chapter in Genesis to 
the last of Revelations. Let us search for faults of 
the kind alluded to ; always bearing in mind that 
the book describes Nature, records its creation, 
acquaints mankind with its first revolutions, and 
foretells its last. Let us remember, also, that 
its first pages precede, by 900 years, the most an- 
cient writings of the philosophers of Greece. 
How is it that not one of the thousand absurd 
speculations, respecting the elements and revolu- 
tions of the earth and heavens, with which the 
latter abound, are to be found in the Sacred 
Volume ? 

" We read in its pages strains of poetry, wherein 
bold and sublime imagery abounds, yet no violence 
is done to the facts and principles of sound phi- 
losophy ; nor is it ever in opposition to the more 
correct ideas which modem sdence has established. 
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relative to our globe (in respect to its form, mag- 
nitude, or geology), the planets which travel 
round our sun, or the suns which illumine the 
depths of space. 

** But we need not rest in the negative propo- 
sition. Besides the absence of error, we find 
gleams of truth breaking forth continually, and 
irradiating its pages, in numerous expressions, 
which shew the unbounded knowledge of the 
Author. The Almighty gave His inspired Word 
for a higher purpose than unveiling the secrets of 
this material world; which shall, with * the works 
therein,* be burnt up. Nevertheless, the atten- 
tive mind may discover science, which it was not 
the main object of the book to teach, and recog- 
nise an exactness, which only the discoveries made 
by mathematical science, aided by the telescope, 
could enable modern sages to appreciate. Thus 
Gen. L 1, gives us a notion of the age of our earth, 
* In the beginning, God created ;' that is, before 
unnumbered ages. Yet when the later creation 
of plants, animals, and men, is treated of, so recent 
an existence is assigned to them, that proud man, 
in every age, has rebelled against a truth so dis- 
tasteful StiU the labours of De Luc, Cuvier, 
and Buckland, fully demonstrate that the state of 
the earth's sur&ce, no less than the monuments of 
history, incontestibly authenticate the inspired 
record. Again ; in Isaiah xl. 22, reference is made 
to the circular or globular form of our earth ; in 
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Jobxxvi. 17, you have its suspension in epaee, 
♦ hung upon nothing.' 

" Gen. L 6, the heayens are described by a 
Hebrew term signifying 'space or expansion;' 
the separation of the waters! verse 7, Lgns an 
importance to their fiuspension in the atmosphere^ 
in the form of clouds that descend in rain and 
dew> to the correctness of which the calculations of 
modern science give their attestation. In the 
annual publication of the Board of Longitude for 
1835^ page 196> it is reckoned that it would re- 
quire the labour of the whole human race 200,000 
years to effect what Nature annually performs in 
the formation of clouds, and deposits of rain^ 
dew, &C. 

**In Gen. L 4, we have the creation of light, and 
of light as existing independent of the sim ; thus 
anticipating modem systems and observations. 
Gen. i. 11, records the creation of the vegetable 
world, exhibits plants as vegetating, increasing, 
and bearing seed, before the formation of the sun ; 
consequently, as under conditions of light, heat, 
and moisture, different from those which sustain 
vegetation in the present day; thus revealing, 
many thousand years ago, an order of things 
which fossil botany has in later times established. 
When the Scriptures speak of the waters of our 
globe, they do it in terms which explain the im- 
mense overflowings under which it has at some 
period or periods been completely submerged. 
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Learned men have told us of the little depth of the 
seas, and would hence demonstrate the absolute in- 
sufficiency of their waters for these vast inun* 
dations; but Scripture leads us to contemplate 
an abyss of waters beneath its solid crust, whose 
fountains were broken up at the time of the 
Deluge, as they were at that of Chaos and the 
ages which preceded. 

** Job xxviii. 5, the latter clause, literally ren- 
dered, describes the earth beneath on fire ; 2 Pet 
vii. 10, declares that it is reserved for fire, thus 
leading to an hypothesis, which the science of 
modern times has neither fiilly adopted nor con- 
tradicted. This internal fire might, at the time of 
the Universal Deluge, be used as God's instrument 
in causing, on the one hand, excessive evaporation 
and impetuous rains, and on the other, a rarefac- 
tion which not only broke up the ^ fountain of the 
great deep,' and swelled the overwhelming waves 
above the level of the highest mountains, but 
caused immense deposits of chalk, under the 
double action of excessive heat and enormous 
pressure. 

" Gen. i. 20, gives to birds and fishes a common 
origin ; and modem naturalists have proved, that, 
though outwardly very different to the eye, there 
really exists very intimate relations between 
these classes of animals. 

"Joshua X. 12, 13. When the sacred historian 
relates the arresting the apparent course of the 
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Biin, he was directed to record that the moon was 
stayed in the same proportion; a precaution 
which no astronomer, ignorant of our diurnal 
motion, would have imagined. 

** Gen. XV. 5 instead of making the number of 
stars, as Hipparchus and Ptolemy do, somewhat 
more than one thousand, compares them, as 
Herschel did, when he had resolved the Milky 
Way into an innumerable multitude, to the sand 
on the sea-shore. 

** And now, in the midst of all these marvels, 
* where shall we find wisdom, and where is the 
place of understanding? The abyss saith, It is 
not in me ; and the sea answers. It is not with me. 
Crod alone understandeth the way thereof, and 
He knoweth the place thereof; for He looketh 
to the ends of the earth, and seeth under the 
whole heaven. When he gave to the air its 
weight, and to the waters their just measure, 
then did He see wisdom and explore its depths. 
And unto man he said. Behold the fear of the 
Lord, that is wisdom; and to depart from evil, that 
is understanding.' " 
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CHAPTER IX, 

Vert merrily rang the bells of the village 
church, one bright September morning, in the 
year of our Lord 181 — (that is, about thirty- 
five years before the commencement of this tale), 
as the London coach drew up in front of the small 
neat house dignified with the name of the village 
inn, — railroads had not then intersected the 
country in all directions, and the seat on the box, 
with the occasional privilege of driving four-in- 
hand, was still, with young men, the favourite 
mode of travelling, — and a gentleman who was 
seated beside the coachman, sprang lightly to the 
ground as the vehicle stopped, and, addressing one 
of the lookers-on, said, ^^ This seems to be a 
holiday among you." 

" Yes, your honour," replied the person spoken 
to. *^ It is the christening of our Squire's son and 
heir; and he is going to give the people a dinner, 
and a dance on the lawn." 
. " Just throw down my great-coat, will you. 



166 FICTION, BUT NOT FALSEHOOD. 

friend? Guard, get out my portmanteau and 
carpet-bag. I can never turn my back upon a 
dance on the green. I suppose,** turning to the 
waiter, " I can have a clean bed and a chop ?" 

The answer was satisfactory, the accommoda- 
tion approved, and the coachman, after receiving 
his regular fare, and being rememberedy drove off 
without his passenger, who entered the house to 
get rid of the dust of travelling, and then walked 
forth, following several groups of villagers, who, 
arrayed in their holiday attire, were all proceed- 
ing in one direction. 

** Pray, who is your landlord?" he asked of a 
stout country lad, who had just cleared a high 
gate with one bound. 

** Why, don't your honour know?** replied the 
youtL ** Sir Hugh Lake to be sure ; he's a very 
rich and kind gentleman, I can tell you ; and the 
servants say is mortal proud of his baby : we be all 
glad it is a son." 

** Happy village 1 " thought the stranger, *^ where 
the rich man knows how to secure the kind word 
and sympathy of his poor neighbours. Not one of 
these labourers (many of whom, perhaps, will, for 
the first time in many weeks, partake of a full 
meal to-day) will cast an envious eye on his land- 
lord's rich possessions, or contrast his large share 
of the good things of this life with their own 
scanty portion." 

As the traveller followed, at a little distance. 
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the holiday folks, who, fiiU of fun and frolic, were 
playing their practical jokes on each other, and 
evidently prepared to enjoy the promised sports 
and good cheer to the utmost, his attention was 
drawn from them by the beauty of the surround- 
ing scenery. In all his travels, he thought he had 
never lighted on a spot more beautiful, or more 
worthy to be treasured up amongst his choicest 
recollections. Before him, on a sloping lawn, 
surrounded by ornamental trees, stood a large 
white house, whose exterior gave promise that the 
conveniences and elegances of life would be found 
within its walls. Behind it rose a lofty hill, 
covered with feathery larches and other ever- 
greens, which, while they sheltered the house and 
gardens fit)m the rough winds of winter and of 
spring, contrasted beautifully at other seasons 
with the ever-changing foliage that adorned the 
neighbouring eminence. Openings, judiciously 
made, gave a variety of views of the distant 
country; hw^, the village spire rose towards 
the clouds ; there, a white church on a very dis- 
tant hill was visible among the trees which sur- 
rounded it; and just beyond the spot where he 
paused to listen to the cheerful voices of the 
assembled rustics, lay a sheet of omamentel water, 
which, without a ripple or a wrinkle, reflected as in 
a vast mirrcnr, the lulls and trees so vividly, that 
the eye could scarcely trace where reality ended 
or the image began, and looking down into it, the 
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beholder might contemplate a sky as clear and 
beautiful as that which, on this bright morning, 
was shining over-head. 

Such was the home where Vincent Lake first 
drew breath ; and such the scenery among which 
he spent his early years ; watched over by very 
fond, if not very judicious parents. 

As is commonly the case where a child is the 
chief object of solicitude to a whole family, he was 
soon regarded as a wonder of precocious talent ; 
his abilities were really good, and his temper 
usually mild and docile ; though, as his nurse early 
said, " he had a will of his own." There were, 
indeed, occasional manifestations of a strength of 
purpose, which would have caused more anxiety 
to persons better acquainted with the workings of 
our corrupt nature ; but as it was seldom called 
into action, it failed to cast a shadow over the 
bright vision of prosperity and future distinction, 
which glowed in the imagination of Sir Hugh and 
Lady Lake, when they marked what appeared to 
them, the almost marvellous development of his 
understanding. 

When he was about four years old, an elderly 
female relative, who was a strict disciplinarian^ 
and much looked up to by his parents, came to 
the house on a visit; and arriving late in the 
evening, was entertained till bed-time with ac- 
counts of the docility and cleverness of the hope 
of the £unily . The following morning she brought 
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down a bright India silk sash, gaily ornamented 
with paintings of birds and flowers, presenting it 
to Vincent, with a request that she might have the 
pleasure of seeing him wear it at dessert. 

" Indeed, I shall not," was the abrupt reply ; ** I 
will never wear it," 

Sir Hugh rebuked him for this rudeness, and, 
with more of sharpness than he had ever used in 
speaking to him, commanded him to thank aunt 
Margaret for her pretty present, and tell her he 
should be happy to do what she required, 

^^ I do not like it; I cannot thank her; I will 
never wear it," was the reply. 

" Then," said his father, " you shall not come 
down to dessert till you do," 

Mama and nurse coaxed and threatened; but 
Vincent's determination was inflexible. Aunt 
Margaret said it was only childish petulance, 
which would soon be overcome if the parents 
would be decided ; and to prove that they were 
so, the little boy was not permitted to go into the 
drawing-room to say good-night. 

Next, he was excluded from sharing the carriage 
drives; but still there were no symptoms of his 
yielding. Lady Lake, and even Mrs. Margaret^ 
then sought to induce compliance by gentle means. 
The fine sights he should be taken to see, the 
pretty toys he should choose for himself, if he 
would be a good boy, and do what papa wished^ 
were depicted in glowing colours, but the imvary« 
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ing answer was, ** I never will wear it." And be 
never did, 

Mrs. Margaret went away, saying that some 
children are very difficult to manage; papa and 
mama lectured their son on the duty of obedience ; 
Vincent held up his face to be kissed, with a pro- 
mise given in general terms that he would be a 
good boy, and here the matter ended. Did it 
really terminate when peace was restored be- 
tween the child and his parents ? Who shall say 
how much of the sin and sorrow of maturer years 
may spring from this simple fact — the child comes 
off conqueror in his first struggle with parental 
authority. 

From this time the disposition was seldom called 
into action; for when the well-remembered ex- 
pression of fixed determination made its appear- 
ance, the point in dispute was quietly yielded. 
*^ The dear child is in general so loving and obe- 
dient," Lady Lake would say, " that it would cer- 
tainly be wrong to compel him to do what he has 
such an aversion to;" and Sir Hugh would reply, 
*' A boy's character is not worth a rush if he has 
not some firmness. It will all be right when he 
grows older and knows better." 

Vincent's education went on in the ordinary 
routine. Mama's lessons were superseded by 
those of the nursery governess ; these in due time 
by the instructions of a private tutor ; which were 
afterwards exdianged for the public school; where 
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he made respectable progress, and gained the good- 
will of professors and schoolfellows. During the 
latter part of his school life, he attached himself 
very strongly to the head-master, whom he re- 
garded as one of the best and wisest of men, 
treasuring up his most casual conversations, and 
adopting his opinions with unquestioning docility. 
The scarlet fever breaking out in the school, caused 
him to quit rather earlier than was intended ; and 
Sir Hugh decided on keeping him at home with a 
tutor, to read with him, and be a companion. 

Some months after this arrangement, Vincent 
mentioned to his mother, that Mrs. and the Misses 
Durben, the mother and sisters of his tutor, were 
eome to settle in a town about two or three miles 
off; that he had been to call on them several 
times, and wished she would do so too, and ask 
them to dine, as they were very lonely in a 
strange neighbourhood. Lady Lake complied; 
she called, accompanied by her son, and seconded 
his eager invitation to fix an early day, with one 
quite courteous, but certainly far less warm. A 
Tery few hours of intercourse converted her first, 
not very favourable impression, into a feeling of 
strong disapprobaticm ; and after watching with 
much anxiety the progress of the acquaintance, 
she spoke to her husband of the possible conse- 
quences of their son's following up this new inti- 
macy with the same ardour as that he at present 
manifested. 

M 
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** Tell him plainly your opinion of the foolish 
sentimental mother and the forward girls," said Sir 
Hugh. " Surely, he will not hesitate to give them 
up, if you wish it." 

** Indeed," replied the lady, **I fear I have 
already said too much, although I have not applied 
to them such plain language as you have. You 
know there is no turning Vincent from anything 
he sets his mind on ; and he insists upon it, that if 
they were wealthy and titled, I should soon dis- 
cover a thousand good qualities which my pre- 
judices prevent my perceiving: I am quite sure 
that open opposition will only make him more 
regular and constant in his visits." 

** "Vincent is a mere schoolboy, a mere child,** 
said his father, in a tone of vexation. **Why 
did Durben bring his whimsical mother and bold 
sisters into our neighbourhood ? I have for some 
time thought he was not a very safe friend for our 
son, and I must contrive, now he is at Cambridge, 
for him to stay there, and not have his studies 
interrupted. I will think this over ; for, as you 
say, opposition would only make Vincent more 
determined to have his own way." 

A very short time after this conversation, and 
while Mr. Durben was still absent, attending to 
his affidrs at the university, Vincent entered his 
father's study one morning, with an open letter in 
his hand, his eyes sparkling, and his whole appear- 
ance exhibiting great pleasure. ^^This is bom 
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uncle Herbert," he said. ** He wishes me to join 
him at St PetersburgL It is a delightful season 
for such a voyage. You will have no objection, 
sir.wmyou?" 

** What will your mother say to it ? How will 
she do without your help in planning her new 
cottages, and arranging the fossilfl in her grotto? 
You must talk to her. I do not think, however, 
that she is likely to offer much opposition ; for 
it certainly is a very desirable opportunity for 
beginning your acquaintance with foreign coim- 
tries." 

Our readers, who have seen more of her lady- 
ship's mind than her son, will perhaps be less 
surprised than he was at her ready acquiescence, 
and the promptitude with which she proposed 
that he and his father should set off on the 
following morning to pay a long-promised visit 
to Sir John Douglas (with whom Mr. Lake's 
daughter had remained, when he accepted an ap- 
pointment at St. Petersburgh), while she busied 
herself with the necessary preparations for his 
voyage. There were so many things to talk over, 
and so many little private arrangements to make, 
that it was not till Vincent was entering the car^ 
riage next morning, that the thought of his new 
friends crossed his mind. He drew back, saying, — 
*^ I ought to take leave of the Durbens." 
** We cannot keep the horses, as they have a 
long stage, and it is important that they should 
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get over Hatfield Hill before the heat of the day," 
replied his father, 

**Well, I can make my excuses when we 
return from the Hall. Perhaps my mother will 
explain." 

** Oh, yes ; no doubt she will do all that is civil 
and proper. Have you your writing-case, and 
the presents for Emily? Just look under the 
seat, and see if the small blue box is there. All 
right," putting his hand out of the window, and 
the four horses set off with such speed that poor 
Vincent, who was looking, as desired, under the 
seat, was thrown forward with some violence. 

Inquiries whether he were hurt, and a fit of 
ill-humour connected with the pain occasioned 
by a smart blow on the nose, served as a diver- 
sion during the first two miles, so that the carriage 
had whirled past the small house occupied by 
Mrs. Durben, before the young man thought of 
putting his head out of the window, to give a 
passing salutation to his new friends. 

Our old acquaintance Miss Lake, or, as she 
was more commonly called. Miss Emily, was, at 
the time of this visit, a delicate-looking little 
girl about six or seven years old. She at once 
attached herself to her cousin Vincent, and he 
took great delight in chatting with her. " Tell 
papa this. Be sure not to forget to mention that 
to mama," was continually on her lips. Nume- 
rous treasures were packed up for ** darling little 
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Herbert ; and what must I give you for a keep- 
sake, cousin Vincent?" 

** Anything you please, cousin Emily, only do 
not let it be very large; for surely I must give it 
the place next my heart to the end of my days.** 

** Oh, I know what it shall be. Now mind, 
Vincent, you must promise that if I give you 
a little, a very, very little keepsake, you will 
always carry it about with you," 

** I promise," said Vincent, with mock sol^a- 
nity, laying his hand on his heart. 

A few days after, Emily gave him a remarkably 
small New Testament, elegantly bound, with a 
silk case to preserve it. 

*^ I made the cover myself, and Miss Mundy 
says you have yoimg eyes, and that if you read a 
little every day, you will know it all by heart 
before the print is too small for you to read when 
you are an old man. Where is your Bible ? give 
it to me, and I will also make a cover for it." 

*^ My Bible ! what can you be thinkii^ of, my 
dear little girl ? What should I do with a Bible 
here?" 

** Bead it, to be sure I You knaw, dear Vin- 
cent, that the noble Bereans searched the Scrip- 
tures daily, and that therefore many of them 
believed. And that our Lord Jesus Christ said, 
^ Search the Scr^tures ;' and God commands ur 
to speak of His Word, and to meditate upon it 
when we sit in the house, or when we walk by ^ 
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the way ; when we He down, and when we rise 
up.' I can shew you the very words ; I learned 
them for my text this morning." 

So saying, the graceful child ran swiftly out of 
the room, and returned as swiftly with the book 
open in her hands. The rapidity of her move- 
ments had raised her usually delicate colour to 
the brightest glow ; her blue eyes sparkled with 
eagerness; and her bright golden hair, slightly 
ruffled by her running, shone, as the mormng 
sunbeam fell upon her, like a glory surrounding 
her well-formed head. The young man, who 
had a lively sense of the beautiful^ thought he 
had never seen anything so lovely; and in after 
years, when, fevered in body and agonized in 
mind, he tossed on his restless couch, the recol- 
lection of this bright vision calmed his troubled 
spirit. 

** Look, Vincent, it is in the first chapter of 
Joshua; read it yourself." 

** Yes, yes ; I see it," said he, carelessly. He 
would not vex the innocent child by the utterance 
of his thoughts ; but he said to himself, " I suppose 
this is a specimen of the Bibliolatry the dear 
Doctor spoke of. I remember hearing him say, 
that the Bibliolatry of the Evangelicals was quite 
as ofiensive as the superstition of the Catholics. I 
wonder who is training up the sweet child in this 
absurd way." 

The fortnight passed at the Hall convinced Sir 
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Hugh that he had decided wisely m letting his son 
see more of the world. The two eldest daughters 
of Sir John Douglas were of an age to be brought 
into comparison with the Misses Durben ; and the 
forward, artificial manners of the latter appeared 
less attractive, now that he had an opportunity of 
seeing the gracefiil simplicity, cultivated minds, 
and elegant accomplishments of Miss Douglas and 
her sister. It seemed quite a relief to him, when 
his father proposed that Lady Lake should join 
them in London, instead of their returning home 
again; and at length he embarked in excellent 
spirits, without the slightest suspicion that the 
freedom of his will had been interfered with. 

It is not the province of this little tale to 
enlarge on what our young traveller experienced 
during his voyage ; or to give a detailed account 
of his arrival in St. Petersburgh, his introduction 
there to the best society, or of his joumeyings to 
various parts of the Kussian dominions. It is 
sufficient to say, that he remained abroad during 
the remaining period of his uncle's residence at 
that court, and returned home only a few months 
before attaining his majority. Who shall describe 
the exultation with which his parents remarked 
the beauty, sweet temper, and elegant refinement 
of manners which distinguished their only son? 
In their confidential communings, when no con- 
siderations of a prudential character, nor appre- 
hensions of a want of sympathy, checked the freest 
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utterance of thought, most brilliant was the fixture 
they delighted to trace for him. It seemed to 
them as if his whole course through life, would be 
BS bright as the sunbeams which shone without a 
cloud, on the holiday which celebrated his twenty- 
first birthday, as it had shone on that wMch cele- 
brated his admission into the visible Church. Full 
of such anticipations, they yielded a ready acqui- 
escence to his wish to visit foreign countries. A 
somewhat extended plan of travel was kid out, in- 
cluding a stay in various parts of France, Germany, 
Switzerland, and Italy ; from which he was to re- 
turn whenever a dissolution of parliament should 
afibrd him an opportunity of offering himself as 
candidate for a seat, his father observing, that the 
knowledge he would acquire by examining into 
the laws of other countries, would qualify him for 
watching the progress of government in his own. 

It happened that certain papers, requiring Vin- 
cent's signature on the attainment of his majority, 
were brought to him at his father's, by a confiden- 
tial clerk in the employ of Sir Hugh's solicitors. 
In the course of conversation, it appeared that this 
young man had been on the continent for nearly four 
years ; had visited Austria and Bome, and acquired 
much information likely to benefit the traveller. 
He was invited to remain a few days; during 
which he contrived to ingratiate himself with each 
member of the family. He frequently enlarged 
on the annoyances experienced in travelling, con- 
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nected with the examination and renewal of pass- 
ports, the exactions of the douaniers, &c. &c. ; and 
suggested that a trusty domestic, &miliar with 
the several languages and customs of the different 
Eur(^)ean nations, would be an important acqui^- 
sition to an inexperienced traveller like Vincent, 
and such a person he undertook to seek out and 
engage. He also promised to procure letters to 
some persons, who, though not of high rank, were 
possessed of considerable inftience in the places 
where they resided, and who might be found uise^ 
fal under various circumstances, where application 
could scarcely be made to friends moving in quite 
the upper walks of life. 

Now, let us pause and reflect on the prospects 
which seemed to open on Vincent Lake, when, 
from the deck of the packet fast receding from the 
shores of his native land, he waved his last token 
of farewell to the affectionate parents, who fol- 
lowed the vessel, with moistened eyes, till she 
sank below the distant horizon. In describing 
him ais he then stood among the passengers, we 
might adopt the following words of an Americati 
poet^— 

" He was young. 
And eniinently beautiftd, and life 
Mantled with eloquent fulness on his lip, 
And sparkled in his glance ; and in his mien, 
There was a gracious pride that eyery eye 
Followed with benisons." 

The representative of an old and honourable 
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family, he was already in the receipt of an inde- 
pendent property bequeathed to him by a relative; 
and of which he had taken possession when he 
attained the age of twenty-one. His intellectual 
powers were naturally o£ a high order, and had 
been careftilly cultivated : he had passed uninjured 
through the public schools, for besides the in- 
fluence of the pure atmosphere of home, which 
had made the usually coarse forms of boyish vice 
distastefiil, his almost idolatrous admiration of the 
amiable and talented principal, secured him from 
every dereliction of duty, which would involve 
the probable loss of his good opinion. During 
his stay in the territories of the Czar, his uncle 
Herbert and his dignified wife maintained such 
authority, as preserved him from associations 
which might have lowered his moral standard; 
while Mr. Herbert Lake's position at the court 
of St. Petersburgh, secured to his nephew ad- 
mission into the best circles; so that he seemed 
to have reaped the benefit of early intercourse 
with society, without incurring any of its 
dangers. 

What hidden canker blighted all this bloom of 
promise, and abandoned him, in the prime of life, 
to deep remorse and hopeless misery? It was 
incipient unbelief; which, ripening into open in- 
fidelity, eventually surrendered h™ as a bond- 
slave to vile superstition. 
It would be well for society, if certain amiable 
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theorists would reflect on the responsibility they 
incur in propagating sentiments, which may, in 
their own cultivated minds, and under due regu- 
lation, be like certain pretty looking weeds in a 
parterre, rather ornamental, and not very noxious, 
but which, if scattered abroad indiscriminately^ 
become like the same weeds growing rank and 
luxuriant in a soil suited for their reception, 
choking all that is fruitful, and destroying all that 
is valuable. 

Thus, when Dr. circulated his sentiment^ 

that " the Bibliolatry of some of the Evangelicals 
towards the Old Testament is as foolish and 
mischievous as the superstition of the Bomanists," 
it is probable that, in his own mind, he limited 
the terms to some definite instances, in which 
a love for the Inspired Volimie had been ex- 
pressed in a sort of cant phraseology which had 
offended his own refined taste ; and thus his con- 
tempt for what he implied in the term bibliolatry, 
might not absolutely nm counter to the reverence 
he at other times professed for God's revealed 
Word; but would the multitude of admiring 
youths, who treasured up every sentiment uttered 
by their beloved master, as if he alone engrossed all 
wisdom, receive it with the same limitation ? The 
superstitions of the Bomanist are tangible things ; 
in numerous instances, the least observing may 
see how " foolish and mischievous" they are, but 
where can we trace anything like them in even. 
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if it were possible, an undue veneration for Divine 
revelation? Inexperienced and irreverent young 
men, who embraced the Doctor's views, would 
probably stamp the feelings of David with the 
name of BibKolatry, when he broke forth into such 
expressions as these, ** How sweet are Thy words 
to my taste, yea, sweeter than honey to my month* 
The law of Thy mouth is better unto me than 
thousands of gold and diver;* and feel a sort of 
contempt for him, who is spoken of as ** the man 
after God's own heart" Would the Doctor have 
approved of such an application of his sentiment ? 
• Nor was this offence the only one conmiitted 
by the indiv^ual alluded to against the Sacred 
Scriptures. Our blessed Lord, who is emphati- 
cally ** the Truth,'' when quoting from the book 
of Daniel, speaks of the author as ^^ Daniel the 
prophet" (see Matt. xxiv. 15). In the face of 
this testimony, the admired preceptor of Vincent 
Lake was not afirud to place him, whom Christ 
honoured with the name of prophet, amcmg the 
.Apociyphal writers: or to speak of his inspired 
history of the world, from his own day to the time 
of the end, as ^ the pretended prophecy of the 
kings of Grecia, Persia, &C., — a late work of the 
time of the Maccabees." 

This irreverence, whatever effect it might have 
had on his own mind, was, in the instance more imr- 
mediately before us, like the minute breach in the 
dyke which sustains a mighty weight of waters ; 
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it opened a passage for floods of Infidelity, which 
bore away every plant of promise, and left the 
unhappy young man to stem the full tide of youth- 
ful passions, without one soUd principle on which 
to stay his souL But we must not anticipate. 
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CHAPTER X. 

Many years had elapsed after the departure of 
'Vincent Lake from his native shores, on his 
travels through France, Germany, and Italy 
(which it may be remembered he commenced 
tmder such favourable circumstances), when two 
young Englishmen entered the gates of Kome, 
towards the close of a bright day in early spring. 
They had left the cares of business behind them, 
and set off ftom London with a determination 
to make the most of their six weeks holiday, and 
were enjoying all they met with — comforts 
and discomforts, conveniences and inconveni- 
ences — ^with a zest known only to the young 
and healthy, with whom business is the rule, 
relaxation the exception. They had determined, 
while seeing as many of the beauties of nature, 
and wonders of art, as their limited time and 
means allowed, to look about them, and gather 
from observation what particulars they could, 
relative to the character and condition of the 
people ; and, especially in Bome, to note down the 
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effect on both, of the Roman Catholic religion; 
as there, at least, no rival system was permitted 
to modify or neutralize its influence for good or 
evil. 

In pursuance of this design, they set off the 
morning after they arrived, to walk from the 
quarter in which they had fixed their residence, to 
the Church of St. Peter's, and had not proceeded 
far, before they concluded that there could be in 
this city very few, if any, of that influential 
middle class of society which constitutes the 
strength and security of their native land; arriv- 
ing at this conclusion, from the dirty state of 
the streets, and the absence of paved footpaths, 
which indicated so much carelessness as to the 
comfort of the walking part of the community. 
They, however, were young, and not very fas- 
tidious, so that, although they would have pre- 
ferred smoother walking, they proceeded onwards. 
The streets through which they passed at the 
^commencement of their route were long and 
straight, and occasionally terminated by a church, 
an obelisk, or a fountain; but even here, mansions 
deserving the name of palaces were often sur- 
rounded by wretched hovels. When they drew 
nearer to their place of destination, they came 
into the dirtiest part of that dirty city, where 
every avenue was thickly peopled by men and 
women, marked by traits of indigence and demo- 
ralization ; and, as they picked their way through 
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a maze of dilapidated dens, they now and then 
encountered glances from piercing black eyes, 
which rather quickened their pulsation, and 
awakened a conviction that in future it would 
be safer to avoid this part of the city. 

The two pedestrians were proceeding as swiftly 
as the numerous obstructions they encountered 
would permit, when the tinkling of a little bell 
announced the approach of a procession, and they 
had just time to step aside into a narrow passage, 
where a row of broken columns supported a 
humble roof, before the consecrated wafer, borne 
by priests under a gaudy canopy, made its ap- 
pearance, accompanied by the usual attendance. 
From the place where they stood, they could see 
aU the desperate and dissolute looking persons 
who thronged the streets, cross themselves, and 
kneel down to adore the host, as it is caUed; and 
their retreat having been observed, and its cause 
divined, when they emerged &om it, the words 
" eretici maUdetti^ were muttered through the 
clenched teeth of several among the brigand-look- 
ing men by whom they were surrounded. 

The honest young Englishmen would not have 
asserted that the cold moisture on the brow, the 
tremor of the frame, and the chill with which 
the blood seemed to curdle at the heart of each, 
were the effects of bodily &tigue ; but as they 
saw, or fancied they saw, sundry brown muscular 
hands among the bystanders, thrust into the folds 
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of their loose dress, all the tales they had heard 
of murders and assassinations rushed unbidden to 
their memories. 

A sharp turn brought them to an opening, 
where the Piazza di S. Pietro in Vaticano burst 
suddenly on their sight; its magnificence being 
rendered more striking by the contrast with the 
wretchedness they had just witnessed. With hearts 
still palpitating, and knees trembling, they seated 
themselves near one of the noble fountains, and 
strove to shake off their disagreeable sensations. 

** I say, George," cried the younger, " I do not 
think either you or I could just now enact the 
part of the knight * sans peur.'" 

" Indeed," replied his companion, " I feel, as 
aunt Henny says, rather nervous. Just put 
your hand to your back, and feel if you have not 
a stiletto sticking into it. What a set of villainous 
countenances those fellows have down there! I 
feel" (drawing a long breath) "as if I should 
hardly be myself for a week to come." 

^^ Look," said his companion, ^^ at those peasants 
lounging in the sun ; suppose, now we are in 
Home, we do as they do at Rome, and lounge 
also. Here is a delightful piece of shade, and the 
breeze, as it blows past the fountain, is delicious." 

The water of the said fountain, light, graceful, 
and refreshing, sparkled in the bright sunshine, 
4md the two young men were soon able to smile at 
their late terror. 

N 
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*' Don't you thinks George," said the younger, 
" that this would be a capital opportunity for get- 
ting up an extempore lecture, by way of practice ? 
I will be your * enlightened and candid audience'; 
if anybody is near, they will not understand 
English; and the Pearsons will be here at two 
o'clock. If we accompany them in their sight- 
seeing, they will, doubtless, give us a seat in their 
carriage ; and, to tell you the truth, I feel certain 
I should take a violent cold, from the shivers 
which the bare thought of going back through 
those vile streets would occasion. Come, I will 
give you a subject; let it be as follows: — Con- 
siderations of the comparative wretchedness of 
the haunts of poverty and vice in the cities of 
Borne and London : their causes, and their reme- 
dies." 

** You have, indeed, given me a copious sub- 
ject," replied the person addressed, ^^and I have 
scarcely any data on which to establidi a com- 
parison : but, if you will promise not to be very 
quizzical, I will do my best. 

" Hem I My respected auditor I kind friend ! 
and most discerning young gentleman! Though 
it must be confessed that there is in London, and 
in other large cities of our native land, a most 
appalling mass of vice and misery, yet we must 
allow that the wretchedness of Rome differs con- 
siderably from that of England, — in its extent, 
compared with the amount of population ; in the 
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causes which produce it ; and in the posdbility of 
finding means for its amelioration. 

*^ In England, the population, under the stimulus 
afforded by extensive commerce and immense 
manufactures, have increased with such rapidity 
as to outgrow, to an alarming extent, the pro- 
vision made for their religious instruction ; while 
in Rome, a stationary, if not a diminishing 
population, has even a superabundance of eccle- 
siastics and ecclesiastical establishments ; for it has 
been calculated, that one in every thirty of her 
regular inhabitants is devoted to the service of the 
Church, as a priest, a monk, or a nun. 

** In England, the masses among whom vice 
and misery especially abound, are found to be 
destitute of even the forms of religion; while 
in Home, the religion of the country has all the 
scope it can desire, so that in England, people 
are depraved through the absence of all religion ; 
while in Home, they are at once religious and de- 
praved. Here they bow down to the wafer, the 
image, and the picture: they attend the sacra- 
ments of the Church, and her services ; they recite 
punctually their Ave Marias and their Pater 
Nosters; they confess to their priests, pay the 
money, or perform the penance he enjoins ; receive 
absolution, and go on again in the same sinftil 
courses as before. We conclude, therefore, that 
the depraved masses in England are what they 
are, because they have been suffered to grow up 
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uneducated, and destitute even of the forms of 
worship ; but that the depraved masses in Rome, 
equally uneducated, have become what they are 
through the influence of a false worship, which 
serves to pacify the conscience, while it leaves the 
man equally distant from the one true God. 

" Now for the remedies. In England, let 
the Gospel be faithfully, diligently, and exten* 
sively disseminated throughout the length and 
breadth of the land ; let the Christian missionary 
ascend to the garret and dive into the cellar; 
let him penetrate into the recesses of the courts 
and alleys of our great towns ; let Bible educa- 
tion be extended, till there is a place in the Bible 
School for every infant, child, and uneducated 
youth, and let care be taken to enforce with 
tender earnestness, on parents and children, the 
duty of profiting by the means placed within their 
reach; let the rich pay the poor fairly for their 
labour, and then leave them to their own re- 
sources, confining almsgiving to seasons of afflio* 
tion, and to such of the sick and helpless as are 
destitute of families able to assist them : then 
the next generation, if not all a godly ^ would be a 
moral and orderly people, and our land would 
shine forth in the midst of the nations as the 
glory of the whole earth. But Rome I Who shall 
devise a remedy for her demoralization ? The 
evil principle is interwoven with her system, so 
that till the sentence is executed, and the null- 
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stone of her infallibility plunges her apostate 
church into the depth of destruction, there is no 
hope for Rome." 

" Softly, my good fellow I if any Komanist un- 
derstanding English should be within hearing, we 
may have our passports sent to us before we have 
even looked at the wonders of this city. Oh I 
there is Mrs. Pearson, with Caroline and William; 
I have only time to propose (without a speech) a 
vote of thanks to * our talented lecturer :' all who 
assent hold up their hands. All I all ! unanimous I " 

So saying, the youth sprang forward to assist 
his friends in descending from their carriage, and 
the party entered the Cathedral of St. Peter's. 
After pausing to view the magnificent entrance, 
which itself resembles, in size, a cathedral, they 
passed through the side portal into the church, 
which presents to the beholder the most spacious 
hall ever constructed by human art; expanding 
in magnificent perspective to the length of 600 
feet. The aisles and altars adorned with ancient 
pillars of the most costly marbles, the walls orna- 
mented with festoons, wreaths, and other devices, 
carved in the same material, the profusion of 
gems, precious stones, statues, pictures, mosaics, 
gold, and marbles, have all been so frequently 
and graphically described, by innumerable writers, 
that further reference to them may here be dis- 
pensed with. 

The two young men received the expected invita-* 
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tion, and after examining tHe wonders of St. 
Peter's, and viewing the prospect from the roof, 
to which they mounted by a well-lighted stair- 
case, the whole party re-entered the carriage ; and 
on their way back stopped to examine a picture, 
which was hung in such a dark comer of the 
church that contained it, as only to be seen to 
advantage during the afternoon; at which time, 
the sun shining full upon it, brought out a sin- 
gular and striking effect On one side of this 
church, some cloisters, which united it to an 
adjoining monastery, were separated by an iron 
railing firom the part where our English friends 
stood; and when they drew nearer, to observe 
the arrangement of the pillars and arches, their 
attention was drawn to an open gate, through 
which was seen a pleasant garden. 

** I wonder," said the young lady, in a low voice, 
^^if we might be permitted just to look into that 
beautiftd garden. Ask that gloomy-looking person 
there, William, will you ? You can manage to speak 
enough Italian for that." 

The person alluded to was a tall, thin man, 
in the habit of the monastery, who was leaning 
in a melancholy, listless attitude, against one of 
the pillars in the cloisters. The request was 
made, and negatived by a gentle shake of the 
head, so gentle, however, that they were encouraged 
to ask some other trifling question. The monk 
answered only by a slight bow, and walked away ; 
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and the sacristan, who had approached, told them 
that the brother they addressed had lost his 
speech in a severe illness about two years before, 
and had never, so far as he could learn, attempted 
to speak since. The visitors looked after him 
with a feeling of interest, and during their drive 
home, he formed the chief subject of conversation. 

^^ I never saw an Italian with such a cast of 
countenance," remarked Mrs. Pearson. "Those 
long, soft hazel eyes, and silken lashes, give quite 
a different expression to that of the flashing black 
eyes we see everywhere here." 

" Now you speak of it," said her son, " I do 
think he started when he heard us talk English ; 
and, certainly, he looked as if he envied our free 
intercourse with one another. I could make quite 
a story out of that start and look. Shall it be 
gay or pathetic, Gary ? " 

" Pathetic, by all means. Who could fit a 
cheerful tale to that melancholy- looking man ? I 
feel really unhappy from sympathy, when I recall 
his woe-begone look." 

" He did, indeed, look unhappy," observed the 
young Englishman, called George ; " and no won- 
der if he be, as his countenance would lead one to 
suppose, a countryman of ours. It must be bad 
enough for the poor Italians who are befooled by 
their priests from their infancy, and trained up 
amidst the mummeries of Popery, to live such a 
worthless, dronish life as those idle monks do ; but 
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if a free-bom Englishman, reared under our glo-» 
rious constitution, bend his neck to the drudgery 
of their yile superstition, he must so heartilj 
despise himself, that he may well look down and 
feel miserable.'* 

That miserable monk, gentle reader, was Yin- 
cent Lake. We must take up his history from a 
period of nearly eleven years previous to this con- 
versation, when he entered the town in Germany 
where he proposed to settle for some months, 
while he studied the German language and litera- 
ture, and to make occasional excursions to places 
in which there was anything worthy of particular 
notice. It was his misfortune to engage for his 
teacher, a talented man deeply imbued with the 
infidel philosophy of the day, and both zealous 
and skilful in the work of proselytism. His con- 
versation had shaken many who appeared con- 
firmed in Christian principle ; but Vincent Lake 
was ready prepared to his hand, for in him, no 
holy reverential feeling shrank from the profane 
attempt to cast ridicule over all that Christiana 
hold sacred. 

At first, it is true, he made some faint eflbrta 
to combat the vile opinions, by arguments which 
he had heard his former preceptor use in favour of 
true religion ; but, at the time, he had paid too 
little attention to enable him now to recall those 
arguments; consequently, he was ill prepared 
to use them with effect against so expert an 
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antagonist. While the heedless remarks of his 
beloved teacher, derogatory to the Gospel and its 
professors, clung pertinaciously to the recollec- 
tions of the youth, the antidotes with which he had 
sought to qualify them were all forgotten. The 
issue was not long doubtful : Vincent Lake 
became an avowed infidel. 

Still, respect for what he considered the pre- 
judices of his parents, kept him from expressing to 
them his new opinions; and with them, religion 
had not the prominence assigned it by the question 
of our Lord, — " What shall it profit a man if he 
shall gain the whole world, and lose his own soul?" 
No anxious inquiry of theirs elicited a statement of 
his real sentiments ; and while they were delight- 
ing in anticipations of his future honours and 
prosperity, he was drinking the poisoned draught 
which blighted every hope of excellence. 

At his age, and in his circumstances, the 
baneful principles he had imbibed could not 
long remain inoperative. Pride of intellect, an 
ample fortune in possession, one still larger in 
reversion, a person endowed with great beauty, 
an unbroken spirit and exuberant health ; all con- 
spired, in the absence of solid Christian principle, 
to swell the tide of temptation, and multiply the 
channels by which it could approach him. One 
evil practice was yielded to; then another; and 
each step in the downward course increased the 
impetus by which he descended to depths of vice 
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and folly, into which a short time before he would 
have indignantly asserted he could not be possi- 
bly led. His mind and taste speedily became 
too depraved to permit of his regarding a quiet, 
well-ordered home with any feeling but dis- 
gust; his heart became hardened; his letters grew 
shorter, and less frequent; he changed his resi- 
dence as whim or passion dictated, without com- 
municating his plans or intentions to his parents : 
and when his father wrote to mention that a 
general election was expected, and the electors 
of the borough of H. desired to have him for 
their representative, he replied, after a lengthened 
silence, " that he had no relish for parliamentary 
squabbles," but was setting oiF for Rome, where 
he proposed to winter; and should probably, in 
the spring or summer of the next year, travel into 
the East. 

Poor Sir Hugh and Lady Lake I How bitter 
were their sorrow and disappointment, when in 
accordance with the regulation of the Supreme 
Gk)vemor of the universe, they experienced the 
truth of that saying, " Whatsoever a man soweth, 
that shaU he also reap I" Their system of man- 
agement had been one of unmingled indulgence. 
When Vincent was a little helpless child, he had 
never learned that gratitude and obedience were 
due from him, to those who ministered to his 
wants. On the contrary, he was allowed to think 
that he conferred a &vour when he consented to 



FICTION, BUT NOT FALSEHOOD. 187 

receive help. " Let me do that for you, my dear 
boy," was often answered by " No, you shall not do 
it ; but papa or mama" (as the whim of the moment 
suggested) " shall" And the look of disappoint- 
ment of the rejected offerer, contrasted with the 
alacrity of the selected helper, was calculated to 
encourage the idea, that he was rather the obliger 
than the obliged. 

As he grew older, all the plans and pursuits of 
his parents were regulated by the avowed desire 
of ministering to the gratification of their idolized 
son. The excursion he had objected to, was given up 
in favour of the one he had planned ; the servants 
of the family regarded his wishes as the rule by 
which their conduct was to be regulated, so that, 
though naturally of a remarkably sweet and lov- 
ing nature, he grew up in the habit of consult- 
ing only his own inclinations, without reference 
to the wishes of his family. Egotism and self- 
will had been implanted by weak indulgences ; in- 
difference and ingratitude were the bitter fruits. 

It would be worse than unprofitable to trace out 
the course, by which character and fortune, health 
and peace, became a wreck. At times, the recollec- 
tion of former happiness, the contrast of his pro- 
spects at the outset of life with the future now 
before him, combined with the voice of conscience 
to sting him as with the poisonoas serpent's fang : 
and at such times he would cast himself down in 
despair, and groan in agony of spirit 
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The servant recommended by Mr. Price (the 
solicitor's clerk) as his travelling attendant, had 
proved clever, useful, and accommodating ^ and soon 
acquired considerable influence over his master. 
At such times, he would urge him to see '^ il padre 
Laurentio," who, he said, would surely give him 
peace. ^^ His dear master said that sin had made 
him miserable, and had not the priest power to 
bind or loose his sin ? could he not by his absolu- 
tion place him sinless before God, and secure his 
salvation ? and il padre was so easily pacified, and 
granted absolution on such slight penance, that it 
was a pleasure to confess to him," &c. &c. 

Such language is common with Roman Catho- 
lics : blasphemous language we may, without un- 
due harshness, call it ; for " Who can forgive sina 
but God only?" It may be answered, " Our Lord 
said to his disciples. Whose soever sins ye remit, 
they are remitted unto them; and whose soever 
sins ye retain, they are retained;" but before 
these words were addressed to them, it is recorded, 
'^ He breathed on them, and saith unto them. Re- 
ceive ye the Holy Ghost." 

If we examine the record of the manner in which 
the inspired apostles used the authority thus com- 
municated, we shall find clear evidence that they 
understood it to consist, in authoritatively de- 
claring the only method in which sin can be for* 
given, and in setting forth the character and con- 
duct of those who are pardoned, or the contrary. 
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Even the Boman Catholic clergy, when pressedy 
agree, that " where the priest, as judge, errs in 
his judgment as to the sincerity of the sinner's 
repentance, and the consequent absolution of his 
sin, the judgnjent is not affirmed by the Almighty 
Judge ; so that, in such a case, though the priest 
bind on earth, it is not bound in heaven, and 
though he loose on earth, it is not loosed in 
heaven." * 

It may therefore be argued thus : — " If the 
sinner have already truly repented, then the 
priestly absolution in the Bomish Church is use- 
less; inasmuch as the sinner's absolution has 
already been pronounced by God ; and if he have 
not truly repented, the priestly absolution is void, 
because there was an error of judgment in the 
priest who pronounced it." The case may be, 
also, stated thus: — 

" If the sinner truly repent, and believe the 
gospel, priestly absolution is useless and unne-* 
cessary, because God has already forgiven him. 
If he be not penitent and believing, the priestly 
absolution is void, according to the faithful words 
of Christ, ' Except ye repent, ye shall all likewise 
perisL He that believeth not shall be danmed.' " 

Poor Vincent Lake could not reason thus. 
He was ignorant of the plan of salvation provided 
for ruined man; and he had been accustomed to 

* See Seymour's Mornings with the Jesuits. 
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Buch language as this, — " All sects of Christians 
have among them the marks of Christ's Church ; 
Catholics and Anti-Romanists, Protestant Church- 
men and Dissenters ; " and, as the drowning man 
will catch at straws, he allowed Father Laurentio 
to be summoned. 

He came, accompanied by a lay-brother; both 
were Jesuits ; both men of gentle and insinuating 
address. He commenced the conversation, by 
saying, " Mr. Lake's servant had informed him 
that his master was out of health, and depressed 
in spirits; and he had, in consequence, hastened 
to offer him the consolation which the Holy 
Church so freely communicates to the weary and 
heavy laden." 

As we dare not give the arguments which 
were used to bring this young man under the 
dominion of Rome's superstition, without pre- 
senting, at the same time, the refutation which 
sanctified reason, enlightened by the doctrines 
of Scripture, has always ready; and as an error 
which may be stated in a few words, may re- 
quire several pages to bring forward the counter- 
acting truth, we will pass them over, together 
with the struggles of natural affection, which 
urged him to return to his parents, and the pride 
of heart which made him shrink from returning 
disgraced, humbled, penitent, to the home from 
which he had come forth so full of pride and hope. 
He cannot submit to such humiliation. He yields 



FICTION, BUT NOT FALSEHOOD. 191 

to the tempter. Yes, he will go into the cloister. 
A monastic life, while it insures his eternal salva- 
tion, will secure him from the harsh censure, or 
insulting pity, of those who would, if he returned 
to his native land, witness his humiliation. 

Impelled by such motives; without examination, 
without any time taken for prayerful consideration, 
he renounced the religion of his forefathers, and 
immediately after entered upon what his Jesuit 
teachers called " The Retreat;" that is, a state of 
retirement, in which he was to be engaged for 
some weeks in meditations on the most solemn 
subjects. Weakened by fasting, and oppressed by 
a sense of solitude, he was there directed to place 
vividly before his mind a sort of spiritual phan- 
tasmagoria, intended to subject all his mental 
powers to the dominion of a heated imagination ; 
and, after undergoing this preparatory discipline, 
he came forth a mere passive machine in the hands 
of those, who were teaching him to enter on the 
road to heaven, through the breach of the earliest, 
and most sacred duties which the Creator has im- 
posed upon mankind. 

It would not be easy to describe the anger and 
disappointment of Sir Hugh, when he learned this 
termination to all his high-raised hopes. He had 
called the vicious extravagances of his son by 
mild names; always believing that, after a few 
years' folly, he would settle down into a respect- 
able man of the world; but now his indignation 
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knew no bounds. Immediate instructions wer6 
given to his solicitors to prepare a deed by which 
his son would be disinherited, and the whole of 
his property settled on his nephew, the young 
Herbert Lake ; as he said, he must look to him to 
transmit his name and title to posterity, and was 
resolved that he should not be left merely with such 
remains, as those vile birds of prey (the Jesuits) 
could be compelled to disgorge, after the death of 
his misguided son. 

The necessary directions to this effect were for- 
warded, as we have said, to Sir Hugh's solicitors, 
and one of the partners having noted down par« 
ticulars, summoned the head clerk of the estab-r 
lishment, with whom we have a slight previous 
acquaintance, to take instructions for the draft of 
the proposed instrument. Completely thrown off 
his guard by this unexpected intelligence, he said 
hastily, " Sir Hugh is certainly going to act con- 
trary to the law of entail ; he can have no right to 
alienate his property: Mr. Lake must enjoy it 
for his life." 

'^ Sir-r-r," said his employer, looking at him 
with displeasure and surprise marked on his coun- 
tenance, " your observation is very imper , I 

mean extraordinary; quite unsuitable for a gentle* 
man of your profession." 

Mr. Price apologized, by saying that he had 
become attached to the young gentleman, when 
he was staying at Sir Hugh's, before he set out on 
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his travels, and could not help being grieved when 
he heard that he had forfeited his father's favour. 

"He is an arrant fool I" replied the solicitor; 
^' and his father is acting as becomes an English- 
man and a staunch Churchman. The simpleton 
has allowed himself to be entangled in the meshes 
of those villanous Jesuits, who deserve hanging, 
every mother's son of them. Only think of their 
scaring the blockhead out of his senses^ and then 
taking advantage of his folly, to get hold as they 
expect, of a fine booty* I rejoice that for this 
once they will find themselves mistaken, and that 
although they have trapped the goose, they will 
gather no golden eggs." 

The clerk gave the expected smile to his em- 
ployer's wit, and having received the papers, bowed 
and left the room. As soon as the door closed, and 
he remained alone in the dark passage leading from 
the private room to the offices, he muttered to him- 
self, " Perhaps those villanou&r Jesuits may be too 
much for you, notwithstanding, all your rejoicing." 

That evening, before quitting the office, Mr. 
Price obtained two days leave of absence, and 
throwing himself into the mail, presented him- 
self early the following morning (under a pretext 
that it was necessary to make certain extracts 
from some deeds in Sir Hugh's possession) at the 
family mandon. 

The impression left by the j^eaaant manners 
of the lawyer's clerk, joined to the recollection 

o 
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of Vincent's kind feelings towards him, again se- 
cured him a favourable reception, and the offer of 
a bed. Before the day closed, he had awakened 
in Lady Lake's heart, renewed hope that mat- 
ters might turn out better than was expected. 
*' Surely," he said, " if the opportunity were 
afforded to Mr. Lake, he would return to his 
home again. He cannot yet have pledged him- 
self irrecoverably; and were he once more in 
England, all might yet be weU." 

Having secured such an auxiliary, it was not 
very diflScult to induce Sir Hugh to apply to his 
employers for permission to send him (Mr. Price) 
to Rome, that he might ascertain on the spot, the 
most hopeful aspect of this melancholy case. Sir 
Hugh would long since have sought out his son, 
had not the physicians pronounced that the fatigue 
of travelling, and any excitement, might prove 
fatal in his state of healtL 

On the arrival of the agent in Rome, he wrote 
such cheerful accounts, that the hearts of the 
sorrowing parents began to open to feelings of 
revived hope, and their lips to express to each 
other joyful anticipations for the future. 

They studied books on the Romish controversy; 
they studied the Holy Scriptures ; and light from 
above broke in on their minds, shewing them the 
neglect and mistakes they had committed in the 
education of their son, and teaching them to 
trace to these, the origin of the evils that had 
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blighted both his character and tlieir hopes. Then 
they sought grace and wisdom to conduct them- 
selves aright towards their expected prodigal. 

Leaving them to indulge in alternate fears and 
hopes, we will avail ourselves of the author's 
privilege, and change the scene to the private 
apartments of the Superior of the monastery, in 
which Vincent had taken refdge, and listen to the 
conversation there carrying on. 

** I find," said Mr. Price, whom we discover in 
earnest conversation with the Superior, *'that 
there is in the settlement, a power reserved to Sir 
Hugh to dispose of the property, and the question 
now is. What is to be done ? " 

" Brother," answered the Superior, " you have 
not exercised due caution in this matter. Before 
you wrote so positively that the property was 
entailed, and must devolve on Sir Hugh's son, 
you ought to have fully ascertained the point. 
Had I not had ftdl confidence in your diligence 
and legal knowledge, I should have hesitated 
before I so fully committed myself to this course 
of conduct. This young man can never be any- 
thing but a drag on the Society, except as he may 
fiimish funds for the employment of more deter- 
mined minds. Vicious and degraded as he be- 
came in Paris, he stiU retains those fantastic prin- 
ciples of worldly honour, which will prevent his 
ever making use of his influence to further the 
interests of our holy order ; while he is destitute 
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of that honest simplicity of which we can make 
80 much use, in the way of overcoming prejudices 
against our institution. As to allowing him to 
return to England, it is quite out of the question, 
after the arrangements we have made with re- 
spect to the estate we obtained from him. There 
are too many of those English heretics ready to 
seize on every opportunity of villifying our holy 
religion, for us to give them such a weapon to 
employ against us ; besides the young man's con- 
fessor, and those of the brothers who have re- 
ported his conversations to us, give reason to 
fear that so much of the leaven of heresy still 
clings to him, that it would be unsafe to allow 
him to leave Rome. He had better be dead." 

" It strikes me,** said Mr. Price, " that Sir Hugh 
is not likely to live long; he is sadly changed; 
and if he died without settling his property, the 
heir-at-law would of course take possession ; and 
as the estates are not entsdled, if your new convert 
were that heir, the whole property would belong 
to the Society. If we could convince Sir Hugh 
of his son's death, he would give up his plan of 
TTialnTig a fresh settlement; as in that case he 
would expect it to devolve, in the regular course 
of succession, on the nephew whom he intends to 
make his heir. We must contrive to persuade 
the family of his death, without so far committing 
ourselves, as to make it necessary hereafter to 
bring forward such evidence of his survivorship^ 
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as would compromise us in an English court 
of law. Sir Hugh has been pronounced by his 
physicians in danger of heart disease, and it is 
very likely the news of his son's death may be 
the means of speedily giving this noble property 
into hands that will worthily use it for the 
advancement of the interests of Holy Mother 
Church." 

In accordance with this nefarious scheme, the 
illness and death of Vincent were duly announced 
to his parents, and Mr. Price, after, as he stated 
it, three months negotiation with the bigots of 
the Church of Kome, was unable to prevail on 
the authorities to. command the delivery of his 
mortal remains, that they might repose in the 
tomb of his ancestors. 

Sir Hugh and his wife, meekly bending to the 
Divine will, did not refuse to be comforted, but 
at length found peace in the fulfilment of their 
duties in life, devoting all tteir energies to im- 
proving the condition of their poor neighbours, 
and enjoying, in the loving and dutiful Mtentions 
of the younger Herbert Lake, some of the con- 
solations, which in happier days, they had ex- 
pected to derive from the filial affection of their 
only son. 
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CHAPTER XL 

Let lis pause to consider the condition of Vincent 
Lake, when left to " eat of the fruit of his own 
way.** From his birth, he had been the ob- 
ject of watchful tenderness, his actions had all 
been viewed through the medium of love, (re- 
ceiving undue praise when commendable, ex- 
tenuation when deserving blame) ; his wealth 
had drawn around him the bhmdishments of 
flattery, while his talents and amiable qualities 
had secured a large circle of admiring friends ; — 
contemplate his altered state, when indissolubly 
bound to the religious order with which he had 
associated himself. Many of the monks, who had 
assumed the guise of friendship (so long as escape 
was possible), now manifested by little nameless 
acts of malice, the disgust awakened by his haughty 
independence; while his crafty guides, who had 
kept him in a fever of devotion till they had 
secured their victim, left him afterwards to take 
his chance, as to whether the endless round of 
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ceremonial observances should stir up feelings of 
enthusiasm or of weariness. With renewed health 
of body came renewed strength of will; and as 
the basis of the order was obedience — ^prompt, 
absolute, blind obedience — it was found necessary 
to subject him to a course of severe, crushing 
discipline, in order to secure a submission, which, 
of all self-sacrifice, was the easiest to many of 
those surrounding him, to whom free will would 
have been a heavy burden. A majority of the 
monks willingly obeyed the commands of the 
Father Superior and others in authority, because 
by so doing, they considered themselves absolved 
from attending to the still voice of conscience, and 
they rejoiced in the yoke of spiritual obedience, be- 
cause by bearing it, they escaped the pangs of doubt, 
and the fatigue of reflection. With such minds, 
the newly professed brother had no sympathy. 

Vincent had entered into a course of riot and 
dissipation during his residence in Paris, which 
for a season destroyed his love of study; but 
quiet and freedom from excitement now revived 
a desire for intellectual pursuits, and he hoped to 
find, in the cultivation of his mind, and in the re- 
searches of science, at once employment for his 
solitary hours, and a refuge from bitter recollec- 
tions ; those however who had usurped dominion 
over his mind, were too well versed in the manage- 
ment of character, not to perceive that unless they 
could first reduce him to submission, liberal studies 
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would tend to foster independence^ and render 
him more intractable. He was therefore com- 
manded to confine his reading to the breviary^ 
and to employ the time not devoted to religious 
duties, in the menial offices of sweeping the 
cloisters, and laboriously assisting in the culti- 
vation of the extensive and beautiful garden of 
the monastery. 

When thus tyrannically deprived of intellec- 
tual pleasures, Yincent sought a reftige in the 
indulgence of social affections; turning to one 
and another of his :a8sociates for the sympathy and 
friendship which might still give him some in- 
terest in life. But the General of the Order must 
know the secrets of each soul (because power can 
be irreostible only when guided by unlimited 
knowledge), therefore every member must dis- 
close, to the minutest particular, every word and 
action of his fellows to those in authority. The 
questions of his confessor soon awakened in 
Vincent's mind, a suspicion that words q)oken in 
the strictest confidence had reached his ear^ and 
that where he thought he had secured a friend, he 
had in reality, placed himself in the power of a 
spy. This conviction, by closing his heart to all, 
increased the general dislike to the proud, unsocial 
Englishman, who was accused of regarding his 
equals with contempt, and of indulging cold sel- 
fishness, to the exclusion of every kind feeling. 

Time crept slowly by, the hours seemed to 
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lengthen as the days clustered into weeks^ and 
months, and years: often on awaking, he could 
say in the language of the Italian poet, " An- 
goscia il breve sonno: i sogni terror** — (My 
short sleep is anguish ; my dreams terror.) And 
this state was to continue till life wore slowly 
away. None of the bright visions which belong 
to his age were presented to his mind — to his 
hopes. That line of Dante, *^ Lasciate ogni spe- 
ranza, o voi che entrate** — (All hope abandon, 
you who enter here) — seemed engraven on every 
wall of his cloister. 

One very oppressive day in August, he had 
cast himself, &int and exhausted, on a bank be- 
neath some sheltering trees, when suddenly the 
recollection darted into his mind, that it was his 
thirtieth birthday. He was at once carried back, 
by the power of assodation, to a morning, one week 
earlier in the season, when, twenty-four years before, 
he had assisted his sweet mother in ornamenting 
with roses the bower where he was to breakfast 
with his parents in honour of the day, — hisfatheT^s 
thirtieth birthday. For a brief season, his happy 
childhood seemed restored ; the loving eyes of his 
parents rested on him ; he heard their voices ; his 
lips seemed to feel the pressure of their fond kiss. 

He soon awoke to sad realities, and contrasted 
the parental solidtude which watched his early 
years, with the chilling words written on the 
envelope, which brought back his last letter con- 
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temptuonslj torn in pieces. ** We have no son." 
There were their signatures, ** Hugh and Con- 
stance Lake," differing it is true,' in some inde- 
scribable way from their ordinary writing, yet 
evidently theirs; for the impression on the wax 
was that of his father's seal, the name of the post- 
town was that of one, not many miles distant from 
his father's house. It was but too plain: those 
once loying hearts were now steeled against him, 
and in the wide world he stood alone. In this 
hour, conscience, whose voice had long been stifled, 
spoke, and insisted on being heard. " Was not 
the punishment just? Had he not repaid the 
tenderness of his confiding parents by base in- 
gratitude? Were they not left, through his fault, 
with no son to support their age, and transmit 
their name to posterity ? Why did he reject their 
offers to receive him again, even when covered 
with infamy by the indulgence of his evil passions? 
Why did he prefer casting himself into a living 
tomb, to humbling himself before them? Was it 
at the call of devotion?" The awakened monitor 
sternly answered, "No." At this moment the 
veil of self-deception was withdrawn, and he saw 
things in their true light. Memory recalled 
instances of active benevolence, by which his 
parents had scattered blessings around them : he 
considered how encouragement had been given 
by them, to the virtuous and industrious among the 
tenantry ; how his father's influence as a magis- 
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trate, a neighbour, and a landlord, had been 
mighty for good, and he contrasted such a course, 
(which should have been his also) with the round of 
heartless observances in which he was continually 
engaged. Could these be as acceptable to the 
great Governor of the universe as a life of active 
usefulness ? 

But why encourage such thoughts as these? 
Repinings were useless : he had entered on a path^ 
from which there was no turning aside, no retra- 
cing of the steps : he must linger on, a melancholy 
desolate creature till death came. And after 
death ? Alas ! the system he had embraced 
placed beyond the tomb an undefined period 
of torture, from which, for him at least, there 
seemed no escape, since many of the exercises to 
which the Church (as it was said) attached merit, 
appeared to him so puerile, that he could only feel 
disgust and contempt, instead of devotion, when 
he saw others engaged in them. 

Desirous of escaping from thoughts and feelings 
which seemed likely to drive him to madness, he 
arose from his recumbent position, and began to 
busy himself in training the shrubs, and flowers 
which grew in rich profusion around the spot on 
which he stood. It was an eminence which ex- 
tended in a gradual ascent, to the height of thirty 
or forty feet, and then terminated abruptly ; the de- 
scent being nearly perpendicular to the garden be- 
low. The broad and lofty heads of six majestic pines 
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cast a deep and spreading shade across the most 
elevated part of the moond^ which faced the south, 
and from which a view was obtained over the 
garden walls of andent Rome. Its massive rains 
appeared in the distance^ shaded bj the dark pine 
and the cypress. The Palatine Hill, where in&nt 
Rome was cradled ; the remains of the baths of 
Caracalla in gloomy grandeur on tKe &rther 
summit of the Aventine ; and the ^gantic drde 
of the Colosseum were visible in the bright sun- 
shine ; and ruined aqueducts stretched across the 
plain to the wooded hills which terminated the 
view. Below the place where he stood, a thick 
covering of tangled shrubs and branching trees 
spread far beyond the smnmit ; but their tops had 
been cut into a level surface extending several feet, 
so as to conceal the suddenness of the descent. 
Vincent leaned forward to train a straggling 
flower, but as he did so, the ground on wUch he 
stood, gave way beneath his. feet, and he fell 
through the clustering vegetation to a considerable 
depth. 

The shrubs which grew from the face of the 
declivity somewhat broke his fall; but when he 
reached a projection on which he alighted, he 
found himself shaken and bruised, and buried, as 
it were, in a tangled mass of vegetation. The top 
of the hill was more than ten feet above him, and 
too nearly perpendicular to allow of his climbing 
up ; the lower part of the garden was more than 
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double the distance below, and It was some con- 
siderable time before he felt equal to attempt the 
descent. At length, taking off that part of his 
dress most likely to impede him, he graduaUy let 
himself down, by clinging to the branches and 
shrubs, and at length found firm footing on a sort 
of terrace, which was several feet from the level 
groimd. A branch of an oak grew in a horizontal 
direction between this spot and the open garden, 
and round this a thickly tangled mass of creeping 
plants had entwined themselves, so as form an 
impervious screen. A large piece of rock bounded 
the terrace on the opposite side, leaving a level 
space between, covered with dry leaves and the 
softest moss. Faint and wearied, he laid him- 
self down to rest, before he proceeded to explore 
his way out of the thick shade : the sun, though 
high in heaven, could not penetrate the leafy 
covert ; and the soft murmur of a fountain with 
the delightful coohiess of his resting-place, com- 
bined to lull him to repose. 

He was awoke by hearing voices just below 
him, and soon became conscious that the persons 
conversing were the Father Superior, who had 
only been appointed a few weeks before, on the 
decease of his predecessor, and his own Confessor ; 
and that he himself was the subject of conver- 
sation. 

" You say," observed the first, " that it is rather 
more than five years since he entered. Have you 
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had the direction of his mind during the whole of 
that period?'' 

" I have^ and for two or three months previous,'' 

'* What course has it taken?" 

" When a lay-brother, who had been travelling 
with him as confidential servant, obtained his 
consent to my introduction, he was in a state of 
alternate fury and despair, while sufiering under 
an attack of fever, partiy the effect of malaria, 
but still more of the agitation of his mind, on 
account of some serious difficulties into which a 
course of reckless vice and dissipation had plunged 
him. He had, as is common with these young 
heretics when they study German philosophy, 
been laughed and reasoned out of that reverence 
for the Bible, which presents the only insurmount- 
able obstacle to our efforts for their conversion ; 
and he was the more ready to adopt a monastic 
life, because too proud to return to England 
humbled, and disgraced. During the ' retreat,' his 
exercises were unusually severe; and it was 
nearly two years before his mind was fully under 
his control, so seriously was it unhinged by his 
emotions and illness." 

** And during that time he was professed?" 

" Yes, during that time." 

" I think I understand that there were circum- 
stances which made it particularly desirable for 
this Vincenzo to be brought into our commu- 
nion and sodety ; what were they?" 
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'^ His family estates are so situated, that the 
possession of them would greatly forward the 
efforts now making for the restoration of Eng- 
land to the Catholic faith; and a lay -brother, 
whose situation in that country enables him to 
serve the holy cause very effectually, wrote to 
the late Father Superior to mention this, and to 
point out the means by which this object might 
be attained." 

" Who is this lay-brother?" asked the Superior. 
*^ All these circumstances must have been commu- 
nicated to me at the time, but I prefer to hear 
your statement." 

*^ His name is Price ; he was educated at our 
college of Oscott, and afterwards placed with one 
learned in the English laws; he then spent two 
years among us at Rome, and the Father-General, 
to whom as you know, the secrets of each soul 
are disclosed by the Provincial, decided that con- 
fidence might be placed in his communications, as 
his whole heart was engaged in the interests of our 
Society. He afterwards obtained the situation of 
head clerk to one of the first of the English 
lawyers, and has secured the confidence of his 
employer, which gives hun many opportunities of 
forwarding our interests." 

" What advantage has accrued from the young 
man's having embraced the monastic profes- 
sion?" 

" An estate which he held independent of his 
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father, and which had been heavily burdened by 
his extravagance, was still sufficiently valuable, 
after paying off the debts, to enable the society to 
establish another place of education in England; 
and after his father's death, Yincenzo will, if he 
survive him, take possession of a vast property as 
heir-at-law," 

" I think," said the Superior, ** that the father 
was fully persuaded of the death of his son.** 

Vincent started, and became still more an^dously 
attentive to the conversation, in which he was so 
deeply interested. 

** Yes, he was preparing to disinherit this son, 
and settle all the estates on his nephew, when 
the brother I have mentioned by the name of 
Price, contrived to persuade him of Vincenzo's 
death, and as this nephew would in that case be 
the heir, the deed of disinheritance was never ex- 
ecuted. A sudden thrill, almost approaching to 
pleasure, shot through the heart of the unsus- 
pected listener. His parents then thought him 
dead! had he, too, been deceived? perhaps their 
hands had never penned those cruel words ; per- 
haps they had not cast him, unworthy as he was, 
from their affectionate remembrance. 

Again the Father Superior spoke. '* Nothing 
of what you have just said, explains why this 
young man has been allowed to follow his own 
inclinations so much, and to set at defiance bo 
many rules of our Holy Order.** 
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The Confessor replied, in a deprecating tone, 
** He has no influence. He never holds any com- 
munication with the other members of our com- 
munity, or speaks to any one except myself in the 
confessional; and I am quite sure his will is so 
inflexible, that if, in the point you allude to, an 
attempt were made to enforce submission, either 
his life or his reason would be sacrificed; and in 
either case, the Society would lose all its expected 
advant^es." 

" Brother, you are mistaken," rejoined the first 
speaker. " Depend upon it, that man will acquire 
most power over others, who, with the sublimest 
purpose and most inflexible will, exacts the most 
painful sacrifices and absolute submission. You 
have been much too indulgent." Then, after 
a pause, he continued, ^^ Do you think he has 
entirely cast off* the heretical principles in which 
his childhood was trained?" 

*^ I cannot say that he has," replied the other. 
" When he first came under my notice, he was an 
avowed infideL Like many others, he had in 
Germany been completely reasoned out of all 
religion; but latterly I have perceived that the 
small portions of Scripture, which our Church has 
introduced into the breviary and missal, appear to 
recall what he heard in his own coimtry; and 
I have often to check his too curious questions 
as to the reasons for certain observances, and re- 

P 
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specting the rehtive value of the Scriptures and 
the traditions of the Church.'' 

*^ How do you account for this ? has he access 
to the Vulgate ? " 

" Certainly not ; as a penance for various acts 
of disobedience, he is strictly prohibited all access 
to the library." 

" There seems," said the Father Superior, ** to 
have been such singular laxity, that I should 
scarcely be surprised if a copy of the Bible were 
found concealed in his dormitory, or about his 
person. Many of these English are so madly 
set on that dangerous book, it is almost im« 
possible to wean them from it. Let there be 
a strict examination. And remember, that I con- 
sider you yourself, brother, to have great need of 
discipline and mortification of the flesh. I repeat, 
here has been great laxity." 

The two Jesuits rose from their seat beneath 
the shade of the oak, where they had been con- 
versing, and walked away. 

Who shall describe the feelings of the unsus- 
pected listener, when left to ruminate on what he 
had heard ? He had been betrayed by that fair- 
spoken villain. Price. Doubtless, his letters of 
introduction were all addressed to those who had 
leagued together for his destruction. His servant 
too, whom he considered so affectionate and 
attached, liad been in the plot against his 
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liberty; and his own vicious excesses had fiir- 
thered their schemes. He groaned as he reflected 
that the remainder of his life must be spent 
amongst men, whose whole energies were devoted 
to the extension of their order by any means^ 
however vile. His eyes had been long opened to 
the hollowness of those pretensions to sanctity, by 
which his superstitious veneration had been first ex- 
cited. From their conversation among themselves, 
it could never be gathered that they sustained any 
holy office, or seriously held any religious belief 
whatever. They would converse on what devoul 
Romanists consider the holiest offices of theii 
Church, in the language of cold sarcasm, evidently 
despising the very superstitions they were zealous 
to foster. With the social aflPections blighted, and 
chilled by their imnatural vows, their sole object 
in life was to obtain for their order, dominion 
over the minds of men; and, in pursuit of this 
object, they manifested an intensity of zeal, and 
a perseverance, unrivalled by any interest which 
could be excited, where self alone was the imme- 
diate object. 

In such feelings Vincent had never participated. 
He was in the order, not of it. No proud glow 
mantled his cheek when those around him spoke of 
guiding the springs of governments ; of ruling in the 
council chamber ; of directing public opinion, — ^in 
jfree countries by means of the press, in others by 
means of the priesthood. Their system of fraud 
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was laid open to him, and had disgusted him with 
error; but this disgust could not carry him for- 
ward to the acquisition of truth. 

The mists of doubt, which had cast a damp and 
an abiding chill over his spirit, could only be dissi- 
pated by the beams of the ** Sun of Bighteousnese," 
and how could these find access to him in that 
abode of tyranny and priestcraft? The full de- 
velopment of the wiles to which he had fallen a 
victim, had roused a spirit of fierce wrath; but 
softening influences had also reached his heart* 
His beloved parents mourned for him as dead, and 
had sought to supply his place in their afiections, by 
that dear boy to whom he had been so much attached 
while residing with his uncle at St. Petersburglu 
He felt convinced that the English law would re* 
quire evidence of his being alive, and documents 
signed by his own hand, before the property to 
which he might be entitled, could pass through 
him, into the hands of the Jesuits ; and he resolved 
that he would never be instrumental in affording 
the first, and that no pow^ on earth should wring 
from him the second. 

" No, my father," murmured he, " never shall 
that house which has witnessed so much domestic 
felicity, be the abode of such wretchedness ajid 
pollution as spring from this monastic system." 
His thoughts next reverted to the little testa- 
ment which he had received as a keepsake from 
his young cousin Emily, and carried about with 
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him ever since in accordance with his promise, 
though he had scarcely ever drawn it from the little 
silken cover she had put upon it. 

The Father Superior had spoken of a search 
after the prohibited book, being extended even to 
his person ; and indignant as he felt at the thought 
of such an insult, he knew that if it were com* 
manded, resistance must be in vain. A crevice in 
the rock by the side of the spot where he lay, 
would be a secure place of concealment, and he 
could find his way there to recover it, when the 
present danger of discovery had passed by. Be- 
fore he deposited it, however, he drew the book from 
its cover, and opening it, his eyes fell on the passage 
beginning thus, — " Therefore, being justified by 
faith, we have peace with GU)d through our Lord 
Jesus Christ.'* The word peace arrested his at- 
tention. How different were the feelings there 
depicted, fi:om the tumult perpetually raging in 
his breast I Oh, that he could taste of peace I but 
he had found by sad experience, that the system of 
the papist is separated from that peace, and hope, 
and love which the Scripture before him described 
as the genuine fiiiit of the Christian's faith. As 
he read these verses, a flood of recollections 
seemed to flow forth. For years during childhood 
and youth, he had been accustomed to attend the 
pure and simple worship of the Church of 
England, where a larger amount of Scripture 
is introduced into the Service, than can be found. 
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perhaps, in that of any other system of Christian 
worship ; and numerous passages, long forgotten, 
came rushing to his memory, accompanied with a 
feeling of wonder that he could have forgotten, or 
ever have been indifferent to such precious truths. 
The sound of the bell roused him to a sense of the 
danger of his being missed, and discovered issuing 
from a spot so near that in which the two priests 
had been conversing. The descent from his resting- 
place was rendered comparatively easy, by stones 
and branches of trees, on which he could place his 
feet ; and after continuing for some distance be- 
hind the plants which screened him from view, he 
put aside the yielding boughs of some oleanders, 
whose fragrant blossoms perfumed the air, and 
slipping out into the walk, proceeded to enter the 
church from the garden, then crossing the cloisters 
he made his way to the refectory, where he found 
the other members assembled. The Father Supe- 
rior reproved him for his dilatoriness, and desired 
him to return to the chapel, and pass the time till 
vespers in humiliation. 

The fatigue and agitation of the morning were 
but indifferent preparations for a season of fast- 
ing. It is probable that he had also received 
some injuries in his fall; but however this may 
be, when the other monks assembled in the 
chapel at vespers, they found Vincenzo stretched 
senseless on the marble pavement; and after he 
had been removed to his bed, and medical aid 
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applied, it seemed doubtful whether he would 
survive many hours. 

A very severe return of the fever, to which 
he had been subject ever since his first arrival 
in B>ome, reduced him to such extreme de- 
bility, as to frustrate the design of the Father- 
Superior to bring him speedily under the most 
rigid discipline. For many days he was insen- 
sible to all around him, and when consciousness 
returned, there came with it no motive for exer- 
tion, so that he heard all that passed around him, 
without giving any sign of recognition. He had 
just awoke one morning from a quiet sleep, when 
he heard the voices of the Confessor and Supe- 
rior conversing in a low tone. The latter was 
saying, ^^The crisis is past, and when he wakes 
he will probably be conscious. I shall remain 
here and watch him, as nothing can be done in 
the case of Marcello, till we have ascertained how 
many of the brothers are in his confidence. You 
may leave me.** 

The patient resolved that no power on earth 
should draw a single word from his lips, and that, 
in order to avoid the hateful questionings to 
which he was subjected, he would maintain at all 
times, a silence as complete, as if during his illness 
he had lost the faculty of speech. " Let them," 
he thought, " kill me if they will, then there will 
be an end of all their expectations of enriching 
themselves by the plunder of my inheritance." 
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Hour after hour the monk sat by his bedside^ 
and strove, by various means, to ascertain whether 
the sick man was conscious of his presence. His 
pulse had become regular, and indicated returning 
strength, yet no sign of recognition escaped him. 
His mind was weakened, but not his strong will ; 
and even when he recovered his mental powers, he 
maintained the same silence, as it prevented him 
being called to participate in what he abhorred. 
Gradually, he ceased to be an object of interest 
to any one, and was suffered to wander about 
the garden and cloisters without restraint; and 
when his former servant presented himself, as he 
regularly did once a year, and artfully remarked 
that he had lately been to England, and seen the 
place of his dear master's birth, even this did not 
betray him into discovering his restored powers, 
80 that if any suspicion had previously existed, it 
was now completely set at rest. 

The next four years passed much more tran- 
quilly ; and if no one could have traced in him, an 
identity with the bright joyous creature who, at 
twenty-one years of age, had embarked from the 
shores of his native land, for the purpose of gain- 
ing a knowledge of the world; neither could 
they have recognised the desperate, heart-broken 
man, who nine years later, seemed to be acting out 
what had been foretold of Ishmael and his posterity. 
He rose up from lengthened sickness, speechless, 
and taking so little notice of words addressed to 
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him, that it seemed as if he failed to comprehend 
their meamng. But his mamier was kind and 
courteous ; he was ever watching for opportunities 
to relieve his companions of any work, to which 
they were disinclined; he tended the sick, and 
manifested kind sympathy with the sorrowing; 
but he never spoke. 

As time roUed on, changes took place which 
were favourable to his peace. The Superior, who 
had been dissatisfied with the lenient adminis- 
tration of his predecessor, was sent to a distant 
country, where a strict ^ciplinarian waa re- 
quired, and his place supplied by a Father, who 
had too many grand projects for the advance- 
ment of the interests of his Church, to have 
leisure to care much for a mutey who could neither 
make nor mar her prosperity, except so far as 
the expected acquisition of his large patrimo- 
nial estates would add to means already in 
operation, by which England was to be again 
united to the Papacy. It had been plain to 
those in authority, that Vincent could never 
be moulded into a strenuous supporter of their 
order. It would be vain to expect from him a 
submission, which involved the resignation of his 
own opinions and inclinations, and the placing 
himself entirely at the disposal of the General 
Their convert was so resolved to think and act 
for himself, that it would be easier to destroy his 
life than the freedom of his will ; and as the rich 
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possession he was heir to, would come into their 
hands only in the event of his surviving his 
father, they judged it prudent to avoid a course 
of irritation, which might destroy his life before 
their order had reaped the expected harvest. It 
was therefore decided, that he might roam about 
uncontrolled, in the monastery and its garden (from 
which all except the monks were excluded) until 
the estates were secured; but only let it be a 
matter of indifference, so &r as their own interest 
was concerned, whether he lived or died, and he 
would soon learn from experience, that the monk 
who resisted the will of his superiors did it at his 
peiiL 

Not suspecting, or unheeding the motives which 
secured to him comparative freedom of action, 
Vincent gradually recovered, under this more 
lenient system, from the state of bodily and 
mental weakness, to which the attack of fever had 
reduced him ; and when the warm breath of spring 
had unfolded the leaves, and thickened the foUage, 
he found an opportunity of returning to the spot 
where he had deposited the small testament. Great 
was his joy to find it uninjured, and that he could 
study it in his place of retreat without discovery, 
or interruption. The part of the garden where 
the oleanders grew, which marked the point of 
egress, could not be seen till long after the steps 
of any one approaching had given notice of his vici- 
nity : and, once entered into the deep shade, he 
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had only to remain quiet, in order to escape de- 
tection from a passer-by. 

How precious to him were the hours spent in. 
reading and meditation I No laboured arguments 
were now needed, to prove to him that what he 
read was indeed the language of inspiration. He 
had the " witness in himself" ; he felt it was the 
Word of the Omniscient piercing his inmost soul> 
and laying bare its most hidden secrets. In its 
wonderful adaptation to his own wants, he found a 
clear evidence of its being the gift of God for 
man's salvation. The false system he was aban- 
doning, had indeed sweet sounds, rich perfumes, 
splendid edifices, gaudy colours,— all for the senses : 
deluding the natural man into a belief, that he 
could offer acceptable worship, although God was 
not in all his thoughts, but on the contrary, was 
removed far from him, by a crowd of imaginary 
mediators and vain ceremonials. Now that the 
Word, and Spirit of God had convinced him of sin, 
and shewn him his danger, while exposed to wrath 
and condemnation, and lying under the curse of 
the broken law, he saw in the machinery of the 
papal system only a refuge of lies, erected on the 
sandy foundation of human inventions, from which 
he must escape, if he would not be left naked, 
helpless, and unsheltered, to encounter the just* 
wrath of a holy and offended God. 

As he proceeded in a prayerful examination of 
the Gospel, he discerned that the point where the 
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Romish scheme evidentlj diverges from the path 
of truth, is at the doctrine of the sinnef^s justi/Sea- 
tion before God; and that when the true doctrine 
of ** being justified freely by His grace, throng 
the redemption that is in Christ Jesus," is received 
into the heart and understanding, all the errors of 
Popery are undermined, and must speedily fall: 
for there is then no room for the adoration of the 
Virgin, or for invocations to sidnts, martyrs, and 
angels; no need for images or pictures to help 
devotion; no admission for the idolatry of the mass; 
indulgences, auricular confession, and priestly 
absolution, and prayers for the dead are then 
plainly seen to be fond fitbles, invented for the 
sole purpose of bringing power and profit to the 
priesthood. 

He reasoned thus, — ** How can Mary be sup- 
posed to have power with the Lord of glory, when, 
even in the time of His humiliation. He reproved 
her interference thus, * Woman, what have I to do 
with thee?' When one pronounced a blessing on 
her because of her relation to His human nature, 
did He not answer, ' Yea rather, blessed are they 
that hear the word of Grod and keep it' ? And 
did not His last words to her, when, hanging on the 
cross. He pointed to the beloved apostle, and said, 
* Woman, behold thy son,' intimate that the tie 
between her and Himself in that relation was about 
to terminate? Again, why should he invoke 
saints and martyrs, when he was invited to enjoy 
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free access to the Father, through Christy by one 
Spirit ? and when that blessed Saviour, who is the 
way, the truth, and the life, had pronounced, * No 
man cometh to the Father but by me.' 

**Why look to images as a help to devotion, 
when the gracious provision wba made known, of 
'the Spirit helping our infirmities, and making 
intercession for us'? 

** Why look to the priest to offer any more sacri- 
fice, when he knew, on the testimony of God's 
Word, that * Christ by one offering hath for ever 
perfected them that are sanctified'; and that 
* they are sanctified by the offering of Christ once 
foraU'? 

" Why give money to purchase indulgences for 
the pardon of sins past, when God hath made 
known, that ' if we confess our sins. He is faithful 
and just to forgive us our sins, and to cleanse ua 
from all unrighteousness'? Why purchase indul- 
gence for future transgressions, when the believer 
is taught to ' reckon himself as dead indeed unto 
sin'? Why confess to the priest, either as a duty 
or as a privilege, when he may go to God with the 
words He has Himself provided in His Holy Word 
— * Search me, oh God, and prove me, try me and 
know my thoughts; see if there be any wicked 
way in me, and lead me in the way everlasting'? 
Or why seek absolution from his fellow- worm, when 
the Bible makes known to him Jesus, ' through 
whom is preached the forgiveness of sins'? Or 
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why pray for the dead? for if, like Judas, they 
have died in unrepented and unpardoned sin, like 
Judas, they are gone to their own place, between 
which and the mansions of blessedness, there is a 
great gulf fixed; or if they have *died in the 
Lord,' they are already blessed?" 

These things were not perceived at once, or held 
by Vincent as clearly and firmly as he desired ; for 
the receptionof error weakens the capacity for truth, 
and blunts the mind to the perception of its force 
and beauty ; so that it will generally be found, 
that persons converted either from paganism or 
popery, carry to their grave some scars of those 
plague-spots — superstition and false doctrine. 
It is to this cause, that we must attribute many of 
the errors of the early converts from Judaism and 
paganism. As soon as the miraculous influences 
of the Spirit ceased, and Christians were left, as 
now, to his ordinary actings on the converted 
soul, they experienced then, as now, that they 
were renewed but in part, and old associations 
were permitted to maintain a certain power. 
Doubtless, it is to this cause that we must attri- 
bute the mixture of error discernible in the writings 
of those whom it is the practice to style ** the 
Fathers." 
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CHAPTER XIL 

The coiirse of this little narrative requires some 
notice of events which had been passing in a 
distant land, while Vincent Lake was learning by 
sweet experience, that there is a peace which ^* the 
world can neither give nor take away." Weary 
and heavy laden, he had listened to the gracious 
invitation, " Come unto me"; and, in obeying it, 
had foimd rest. His own sin and folly had sepa- 
rated him from all the interests that could shed a 
charm over his earthly course ; and because there 
did not seem a spot in his future life on, earth, on 
which a beam of hope could gleam, he fixed his 
gaze with more realizing earnestness on imseen, 
amd eternal blessings, and in his sweet retirement 
drank largely from " the wells of salvation." As 
he moved about, a lonely, silent creature, looking 
merely as a spectator on the routine of puerile 
and idolatrous ceremonies, in which the other resi- 
dents of the monastery occupied themselves, who 
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can express the gratitude with which he reflected 
on the wonderful course of Divine Providence, 
by which a precious portion of God's Word was 
preserved to him, to become ^* a light to his path" I 
and events so overruled, as to permit his pursuing 
his way from day to day, without being required 
to join in a single act which could bring a sense of 
guilt into his conscience; and, though he would 
not court persecution, he continually asked for 
grace and strength, that if required, he might 
rather lay down his life than deny his Saviour. 

We will leave him to pursue his solitary way, 
and turn from beautifiil Italy, whose bright sun,^ 
deep blue sky, and rich foliage, even in early 
spring, must be allowed by all to constitute a 
more agreeable order of things, than that which 
presented itself to the group of idlers assembled, 
one rough evening in March, round a shop door 
in the English market-town of L., which was 
situated about four miles from the birthplace of 
Vincent Lake. The clouds, which scudded swiftly 
along the stormy sky, were not more dense thim 
the clouds of dust, which from time to time, were 
borne along upon the piercing blast. Yet the little 
knot of gossips kept their ground, and eagerly lis* 
tened to, or related some circumstance connected 
with the excellent lady, whose grand funeral they 
had that day witnessed. 

'^ It will be long before we shall find such a 
friend again," said one. 
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" She was always to be found, wherever the sick 






or the sad wanted help or comfort," said another. 
Truly, you may say that," rejoined a third. 

Indeed, she caught the cold which killed her by 
going to Dame Smith's, to comfort her when she 
had just received news of her sailor sons being 
drowned." 

^* Ah, poor lady," added a fourth, " she knew 
what it was to lose an only son. Well, I remember 
what a fine young gentleman her son was, when 
he left home nine or ten years ago, to travel in 
foreign parts." 

^^ It is not quite nine years ago," said a man, 
who had not before spoken. " Mr. Vincent and I 
were bom on the same day, the 3rd of August. 
I shall not be thirty till next birthday; and he 
kept his coining of age full two months before he 
left." 

" Well, well, a month or two makes no great 
difference ; I said nine or ten. It would have been 
well for him if he had stayed at home, then he 
might have been alive and among us now." 

^* Did you see," said an old woman, " how Mr. 
Herbert Lake watched Sir Hugh, as if he had 
been his own father? Ah, that is a nice yoimg 
gentleman; he has no more pride than a baby. 
He will go into a poor man's cottage, as my lady 
used, wherever there is want or sorrow. I am 
sure, when my master broke his arm, he didn't 
miss coming to him every day; and he used to 

Q 
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read a chapter to him, and talk over what he read 
so nicdij, that Jolm says he shall never lose the 
good it did him." 

*' Seel" said a boy, ** there is that gentleman 
in black, as asked so many questions about the 
time the post goes out; and how long the mail- 
cart can stay after it calls for the letters." 

^ He mustn't trust to the mail-cart staying; I 
told him so," replied the mistress of the shop, 
^' and, if he wants his letters to go to-night, he 
had better make haste and bring them: it wants 
but three minutes to five, and the postman wouldn't 
wait, if it was for the Queen herself." 

As the clod: struck five, the mail-oart drove up; 
the letters were stamped and dropped into the bag, 
and the key was just being put into the lock, when 
the gentleman in black pressed through the group 
of gossips, and said hastily, " My good woman, 
be so good as to stamp this letter immediately ; it 
is of great consequence that it should go to-night." 

'^ Make haste, then," cried the postman, ^ I am 
just going to close the bag." 

*' Do you hear?" said the stranger ; "why are 
you wasting time in looking at what cannot con- 
cern you?" So saying, he snatched the lett^ 
fix>m her hand, dropped it into the bag, waited 
till he saw it lo^ed, and the key returned to the 
woman; tiiemail cart tiien rattied down the street, 
^^laoA he hastened back to a chaise, which was 
"^tiog to convey him to the station. 
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** It Is very odd,** remarked the mistress of the 
post-oflSce; **he flurried me so, I hardly knew 
what I was about. I am quite sure, however, 
the seal had on it the same horse's head that 
I see on the letters which come in Sir Hugh's 
letter-bag; and yet it could not belong to the 
family, or it would have been black, now they are 
in mourning for my lady." 

** Didn't you see what name was on the letter, 
and where it was going to ?" asked one of the by- 
standers. 

** He snatched it out of my hand so roughly, 
that I cannot be sure ; but it looked very much 
like that of Sir Hugh's son who died four or 
five years ago in foreign parts ; and now I think 
on it, there was post-paid on it, but he didn 't give 
me any money, as you all saw." 

Mr. Price, who was the gentleman in black, 
thought he had managed very cleverly to get Sir 
Hugh's seal and the stamp of the post-town on the 
letter, and he had a friend in the London post-office 
who would manage the pre-payment for him. The 
fact was, Vincent had tried so many ways of con- 
veying to his parents the expression of his repen* 
tance, that it was considered necessary to make 
him think they were implacable; his last letter 
therefore, instead of being destroyed, had been sent 
under cover to Price, who proceeded forthwith to 

the town of L , and only arrived the morning 

of the day on which the mortal remains of Lady 
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Lake were aHnmitted to the tomb. Kd he fed 
no compunctiiHi, when he saw the afficted hus- 
band ben^ng over the grave, which had just 
received his fidthful and beloved partner? Per- 
haps he did; but the baleful superstition to 
which he had given himself up, taught him to 
do violence to all natural affections, and to daas 
them among the works of the flesh, which it 
was meritorious to mortify : especially where the 
interests of his Church were involved. What 
devout Bomamst will assert that he misunderstood 
her teaching? 

But his refined finesse overreached the mark, 
for his conduct excited the surprise of the people 
about the post-office; it b^an to be rumoured 
that Sir Hugh's son was not really dead, and this 
soon reached the ears of an old woman residing 
in the immediate neighbourhood, who had been 
Vincent's nurse. Mr. Herbert, who frequently 
vifflted her, and pleased her by the interest he 
took in her stories respecting his cousin's child- 
hood and youth, was informed of these reports, 
and induced to seek for evidence of Vincent's 
death, when a vague suspdon arose, as he dis- 
covered that Price, the kwyer's derk, was the 
nie iudiority on which the fact rested ; especially 
mbea Haa was coupled, with the couL^ction that he 
■mft have been the stxang^ gentleman, in. black; 
yitio had posted the Xetbec in queetioii. Se then 
^Mtand to o>w«h 8k h0|^, and thouigh he would 
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not agitate Sir Hugh's mind by alluding to it, he 
decided upon visiting Rome whenever he could 
obtain the consent of his parents and uncle, in 
order that he might examine on the spot, whether 
it were possible to obtain any knowledge of the 
true state of the case. 

It was quite natural that strong opposition 
should be offered to his desire of travelling in Italy ; 
but at length his perseverance obtained this com- 
promise — that if he would remain quietly in Eng- 
land till he was twenty-two years of age, and then 
continued in the same mind, he should go for a 
few months only. Regard for his uncle's quiet 
prevented his communicating to him his hopes and 
suspicions, but with his father he had no conceal- 
ment. 

Mr. Lake forbade his alarming his mother and 
sister, by any allusion to the schemes he was de- 
vising ; and he himself treated them as the mere 
visions of a boy, which would dissipate of them- 
selves before the intervening three years had 
passed. Three years at Herbert's age, seemed 
indeed, a long time to look forward to, but in tk 
course of study and active benevolence, they soon 
glided away. He could adopt the language of 
David, ** Oh God, thou hast taught me from my 
youth," and the simple piety of this, their adopted 
son, and of his tutor, Mr. Lothbury, had been a 
great blessing to Sir Hugh and his lamented lady. 
His time was divided between his father's residence 
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and that of Us nude ; and constant intercourse 
with his admirable sister Emil j^ other personallj 
or bj letter^ tended to maintain the warmth and 
pnritj of his religion. 

The long-anticipated time was drawing near^ 
and he was returning fitxn his &ther^s to pay a 
parting Tint to his micle^ when, as the trsun drew 
near the small roadside station^ where the carriage 
of the latter was waitii^ for Inm, the engine 
ran off the line^ and in the concossion which fol- 
lowed^ a seoond-dass passei^ver received serious 
injuries. 

No medical aasistance could be procured oear^ 
than the village to which Herbert was giHug; 
and, that no time mi^it be lost, he had the poor 
man convejed thither in the carriage, placing him 
in the house of an old couple, who he knew 
would take the kindest care of ham. On examina- 
tion it was found his injuries were so severe^ that 
he would not be able to resume his joumej for 
some weeks. He had no luggage with him except 
a carpet-bag, to which neither name nor address 
was attached; and when the inquiry was made, 
whether he wished any communication to be 
made to his firiends, he answered in very good 
EngKsh, bat with a foreign accent, ^ I have no 
friends." 

The foUowii^ mormng Herbert visited his 
piot^, and found he had passed a restless 
ngbfc: on his going to the bedside, the patient 



k. 
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started, and seemed to be very much exdted; 
addressmg him as his dear master, and b^ging 
his foTgiyeneBB for some injury he had done 
him, in the most earnest and impassioned man^ 
ner. The doctor, on his next Tisit, fonnd the 
man so very feyerish that he forbade his see- 
ing anybody but the people who waited on him, 
as quiet was absolutely neoessaiy for his re- 
covery. 

It was nearly a fortnight after the accident that 
the master of the house said to Herbert, ^ I think 
there is something very strange about this man. 
He seemed struck all of a heap when I told him 
the name of our Tillage, and who you were, ar ; 
and all night I could hear him whispering about 
his poor master, and once I heard him mutter to 
himself, ^ Mr. Herbert Lake! no wonder he looks 
so like my poor master,' and then he groaned so 
terribly, that I went to his bedside and asked if 
he was in pain* He answered, ' What is pain of 
body to the tortures I am suffering? I am miser- 
able I ' then he b^ged that I would send for a 
priest A Soman, I fimcy, dr ; but there is none 
nearer than B. ; shall I send there, air?* 

^ By no meansy" replied his auditor. ^ K this 
man's oanscience is burdened by a sense of guilt, 
we should be acting y^ry wron^y in bringing one 
of those blind guides to luU him into a folse 
peace.'' 

" Yes, sir," was the answer. ^* I know that 
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Saviour, who is exalted to give * both repentance 
and the remission of sins.' " 

And thus this excellent young man acted. He 
spoke of the love and mercy of Him whom God 
sent, **not to condemn the world; but that the 
world through Him might be saved." He said 
nothing about churches, or church prmciples; 
but simply enlarged on the willingness of Christ 
to receive all that come to Him by faith. One 
morning, after he had been speaMng with much 
affectionate earnestness, the invalid said, ^^ I 
feel that what you say, sir, is very comforting 
to them that can receive it ; but you belong to the 
Protestant Church, which acknowledges that there 
may be salvation in the Church of Rome, while 
this last, which is my Church, teaches that out 
of her pale there is no salvation." 

" The real question," replied the young gentle- 
man, ^^is not what this or that Church teaches, 
but what the Word of God says, which is given 
to teach the way of salvation. The Church of 
Kome places before the sinner many founda- 
tions on which to build his hopes for pardon 
and eternal life : for instance, Peter and his suc- 
cessors ; a man's own good works, and his interest 
in the works of supererogation (the merit of which 
Bomanists tell us, is laid up in the treasury of 
the Church ready for use) ; then there are the 
Intercesaions of the Virgin, and of Martyrs and 
Saints, Priestly Absolution, the Sacrifice of the 
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Mass^ and Extreme XJnctloiu I appeal to your 
own conscience, whether some, or all of these do 
not hide from you the Blessed Saviour, who is the 
Alpha and Omega ; the One Foundation which 
God hath laid ; the All-in- All in the salyation of 
the sinner?" 

" I own, sir," was the reply, " that I have 
thought (as I believe all good Catholics do) that 
God hears our prayers more quickly when they 
are offered through the Blessed Virgin. She is 
represented as so merciftd, so loving, so willing 
to save, that I have gone to her. I should be 
afraid to go direct to Jesus Christ." 

** Afraid of going direct to Jesus Christ? Afraid 
of going to the Saviour who died for you ? and who 
took our nature upon Him, that he might have 
entire sympathy with us, and might make a per- 
fect and sufficient satis&ction for the sins of the 
whole world? Was He not tempted that He 
might know how to succour them that are 
tempted ? Oh, my poor fellow, if such is the teach- 
ing of your Church, it is not feeble, erring man, 
but the sure Word of Grod, which declares, that 
in her communion there is no salvation. There may 
be," he continued, ^^ here and there, individuals 
remaining in external union with her, who have 
nevertheless been delivered from all false con- 
fidences, and taught by God's Spirit, to rest for 
salvation on the finished work of Christ alone, 
(as there may be also among those heathens. 
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Mahometans and Jews, to whom the doctrines of 
gra<5e have been taught, either by the living 
teacher, or by the written Word). Circmnstances 
may be such, that although believing in the Lamb 
of God as all their salvation, and thus being 
justified in the sight of God by His righteous- 
ness imputed to them, no opportunity may have 
been afibrded them of testifying to their fellow- 
sinners their separation from a false religion, and 
their union with the spiritual Church o£ Christ. 
This would, however, be an exception to God's 
ordinary method, and likely to occur only where 
the land is buried in thick darkness. To all 
within the reach of evangelical instruction, the 
conmiand is, * Come out of her my people, that 
ye partake not of her plagues.' " 

Daily did Mr. H. Lake thus converse with the 
patient, and by degrees, the Bible, which was 
placed within his reach, was opened to test the 
doctrines presented to him. His questions as- 
sumed less of a controversial, and more of an 
experimental character, and his young teacher 
often hoped that the Spirit was conveying the 
truth to his heart ; but there was evidently some 
secret weight upon his conscience ; and one day, 
after having long continued in deep, and apparently 
painftd reflection, he said to the old woman 
who attended him, "Does your Church allow of 
confession?" 

She replied, " The Bible tells us to confess our 
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faults to one another, and to pray for one another, 
that is all the confession I ever heard of among 
real Christians." 

** But are you not commanded to confess to your 
clergy sometimes ? " 

" No ; we are exhorted to confess to God, and 
he has promised in his Word to forgive us our 
sins if we do so. But what use would there be in 
troubling our clergy with them?" 

" Somebody told me that members of the Eng- 
lish Church did sometimes confess to their clergy ; 
and that the rubric either commands or permits 
it," persisted the sick man. 

** You had better ask Mr. Herbert Lake, he can 
tell you. I know I never heard of such a thing. 
I remember once, when I had had a quarrel with 
a neighbour just before the communion time, and 
was very uneasy because I could not bear to turn 
my back upon the Lord's Supper, and yet was 
afraid to go, if I was * not in charity with all men,' 
as the Catechism teaches, my master (meaning her 
husband) said, I had better ask our minister's 
advice, for that the prayer-book told us to do so. 
I therefore went, and told him how angry I had 
felt with my neighbour ; and he prayed with me 
that all angry feelings might be cleansed away, 
and that I might have more of the loving spirit 
which overcomes evil with good ; and I went very 
comfortably to the Lord's Table, after I had told 
my neighbour that I was sorry for any offence I 
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might have given her, and had no malice in my 
heart." 

I do not quite understand," said the sick man. 

Do you mean, that you confess to your clergy 
only when you receive what you call * the Lord's 
Supper?'" 

*^ I do not confess to my clergy at any time. 
Why should I, unless I have offended them ? My 
sins are committed against God, and his Word 
tells me, that * if we confess our sins, he is faithful 
and just to forgive us our sins, and to cleanse us 
from all unrighteousness.' But here is Mr. Lake ; 
he will tell you better than I can. 

The visitor just named heard the last words, 
and his look of inquiry was answered by the ques- 
tion previously put to the old woman. Li reply 
he said, ** K I find that I have given just cause of 
offence to anybody, I hope I am ready to confess 
my fault, and offer suitable reparation and apology. 
Or if I wanted counsel as to the best way of re- 
pairing any wrong I had committed against a fellow- 
creature, I might confess it to some Christian 
friend, on whose judgment I could rely for advice, 
as to the best reparation I could offer. In most 
other cases, the less we talk about ourselves the 
better." 

" Sir," rejoined the poor man, *' your last sup- 
position meets my case. I have joined with others 
in committing a grievous wrong against my poor 
master, and I would gladly ask counsel, but I am 
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80 solemnlj sworn never to speak first on the 
subject, except to a priest in confession^ that if your 
dergy will not receive mine^ my secret must die 
with me." 

** I think," replied his auditor, with as steady 
a voice as he could command (for the beating of 
his heart ahnost prevented utterance), — ** I think 
your name is Marco Bruno ?" 

The man started and said, " Who could have 
told you, sir? I did not think there was any one 
in these parts that knew me." 

** And I think," continued Herbert, " that 
you, and a man named Price, have plotted, and 
committed some great evil against my cousin, 
Vincent Lake, whom you always call your poor 
master?" 

** Sir, do you know all? Can you help my 
poor master? Has Price confessed? Oh, do tell 
me that you can do something for my master I" 

" You must tell me first," said Herbert (astonished 
at the correctness of his suspicions), ^^ when you 
last saw my cousin, and whether you think he 
would leave his present residence, if he had the 
opportunity." 

" I have always seen him once a year," replied 
Bruno, ** because the man you have named, said 
it was necessary that there should be somebody 
not connected with the monastery to prove his 
identity." 

" When did you see him last?" 
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** I always go every year, about the middle of 
September." 

" How was poor Vincent when you last saw 
him ? Did he look contented ? ^ 

** Ahj sir,** said Bruno, bursting into tears, ** he 
is so changed ! quite an old man to look at, though 
he is only three or four and thirty. When he 
first went he used to fast a good deal, and be very 
strict in the observances of our religion ; but in a 
year or two, he seemed to get tired of it ; and one of 
the lay-brothers, who is my friend, told me he was 
very harshly treated : but his spirit was so proud, 
that the more severity they used, the more 
obstinate he was. At last he became so ill, they 
thought he would have died; and you know, sir, 
that would have prevented their ever getting pos- 
session of his lands. So they became more gentle ; 
and he wanders about the monastery, and gardens 
just as he likes. He has not spoken for some 
years, and the Fathers look upon him as little 
better than a madman; but there is that mild 
gentle look now in his eyes, which I never saw in 
anybody but you, sir; and I do think he must, 
somehow or other, have foimd the way to true 
religion.'* 

'^ Have you free intercourse with him when yon 
visit him?'* 

'^ I always see him alone in the monastery ; 
but, sir, there are so many eye-holes and ear- 
holes all about, that one can never be sure the 
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lowest whisper may not be overheard; but mjr 
twin-brother is often employed for days together, 
as a labourer in the garden, and through him I 
think I could find an opportunity of speaking to 
him ; but though he never speaks, he always looks 
as if he distrusted me." 

Herbert feared just then to say more ; but he 
hoped to find out the name of the monastery 
which Yincent had entered; so that if scruples 
arose in Bruno's mind, as to whether or not it 
would be right to assist in the recovery of his 
liberty, he might be able himself to endeavour to 
efiect it. He therefore asked the man to tell him 
h<tw long he had been connected with the Jesuit 
society, and how he became so connected? 

" My parents," he replied, " when I was about 
five years old, entered the family of an English 
catholic nobleman, who had been settled for some 
years in Italy. When they were returning to 
England, they persuaded my fiEither and mother to 
accompany them, which they did, taking me with 
them, and leaving my brother to the care of my 
uncle. My lord was so surprised at the readiness 
with which I learned to speak English, that he 
mentioned me to one of the priests from Oscott, 
who was visiting at the house ; and he took me 
to five there with him, when I was not more than 
seven or eight years old. My parents died in a 
ftw years, but I was well taken care of, taught 
' 4be knguiiges of Europe, and trained up to 
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that I was, as a soldier on active duty, always to 
consider myself bound to exert myself continually 
in the service of God, and of the Pope, his vicar 
on earth. I was taught to consider myself as at 
the disposal of the General of the Order, and that 
he, by his uncontrollable mandate, could impose 
on me any task, or employ me as he pleased; that 
I was to resign not merely all my time and powers 
to acts of obedience, but even my inclinations 
and opinions to his will. I was to listen to his 
commands as if they were uttered by Christ him- 
self; and to be, in short, a mere passive instrument 
in his hands. Every six months I was required 
to write my confessions, not only of sin, but 
also of the inclinations, passions, and bent of 
my soul. I was directed to report to my confessor 
the words and actions of the novices among whom 
I was regarded, not as a brother, but merely as 
a servant, which tended to make them less cautious. 
In short, I was trained to consider the interests of 
the Order, as the grand object to which every con- 
sideration was to be sacrificed. 

" When I grew old enough, I was the com- 
panion of the Fathers in their journeys ; and great 
care was taken to make me expert in transacting 
all details of business in the matter of passports, 
money changing, securing relays of horses, and 
the best accommodations at inns and other places 
of refreshment ; and, in short, I acquired all the 
knowledge and activity, which might make me 

B 
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useful in travelling; and my speaking French, 
German, and English, as well as my native lan- 
guage, with only a slight accent to shew 
that either of the three first was not my mother 
tongue, still further fitted me for the post of con- 
fidential servant to a man of consequence. 

" I was in Germany when summoned to await 
at Hamburgh the arrival of Mr. Lake, to whom I 
had been strongly recommended by Price. He 
was then a fine young gentleman, just turned 
twenty-one; as innocent and unsuspicious as an 
infant. I soon gained his good opinion, and 
having persuaded him to send his groom back to 
England, there was nobody to check him in the 
wild schemes into which evil associates soon 
led him. I regularly reported every particular 
of my poor master's downward course, to the 
person appointed to correspond with, and direct 
me; and I obeyed without hesitation, the in- 
junctions I received, among which was to read 
all letters written by, or addressed to him, 
and to bum those that were likely to coimteract 
the schemes for getting hold of his large property ; 
and as I was so skilled in opening and reclosing 
letters, that the most suspicious could never dis- 
cover they had been meddled with, no wonder his 
correspondence with England soon slackened. 

" It seems to me now, sir, that I begin to un- 
derstand something of God's Word, wonderful 
that I could so blindly give myself up to work 
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out those wicked plans ; but I believe that when 
fairly embarked in them, the same spirit as 
that which influences the gamester, impels us to 
proceed, as if we were merely engaged in a trial of 
skill, forgetting the amount of misery our schemes 
may bring on those whom we make our instruments. 
** But I must proceed with my story. After 
spending more than a year in Germany, we went 
to Paris, and from Paris to Vienna ; but there my 
master soon received his passport, with directions 
to leave that city, on account of some irregularities. 
As he was very much vexed and disappointed, I 
proposed that he should travel back with my pass- 
port, and as our height, and the colour of our eyes 
were the same, and his fair complexion was easily 
brought to the same dark tint as my own, he 
awakened no suspicion of his identity. As Marco 
Bruno he remained several months in the imperial 
city, and came back so altered, that he could 
scarcely be known for the same man. Sometimes 
for days together, he would be so melancholy that 
he would neither speak to, nor see any person ; 
then he would rush into dissipation of every kind, 
and afterwards become so furious that I thought 
he would lose his senses. At length I succeeded in 
persuading him to go to Rome, and when there, I 
easily got leave to bring a priest to him. He was 
soon persuaded to take refuge from shame and 
vexation in a monastic life; and as soon as he 
entered on the retreat, I was sent to Moscow with 
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a young Russian nobleman. When I again went 
to Kome, I found my poor master in the habit of 
the order, of which I myself was a lay-brother. 

" About three or four years ago, I was directed 
to come into this neighbourhood, and if possible, 
gain admittance to the house, and gardens where 
my master passed his early youth, and then to go 
to Kome and visit him, to see if speaking about 
things he had once loved so well would rouse him 
from the silent state into which he had fallen. 
He however covered his face with his hands, as 
they told me he was in the habit of doing, and 
walked away, as if he did not understand anything 
I said ; but I, who know him so well, fancied he 
was using great eflforts to preserve this appearance 
of indifference." 

Herbert mused over this account. He was 
thankful that he had so far penetrated into the 
real state of things, and he felt that here was 
a ray of hope of bettering the condition of 
his poor cousin. *^What a proof we have," he 
thought, ^^of the danger of suflfering corporate 
bodies to acquire irresponsible power ; since every 
individual member of such bodies (actuated by a 
desire for the pre-eminence of his Order) strives 
for its advancement by all means, lawful or un- 
lawful, without being restrained by the scruples 
that might be roused, if he were solely occupied 
in promoting his own selfish interests." 
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CHAPTER XIIL 

For some time after the young gentleman had 
quitted him, Marco Bruno remained in wondering 
admiration. How could Mr. Herbert Lake have 
discovered his name, and his connection with his 
master and Price ? He thought no one but him- 
self and his employers knew these things. His 
awakening perceptions of spiritual truth, however, 
led him to look at the course events were taking, 
with gratitude to that All- Wise Providence which 
thus opened the way, and made the path of 
duty plain. From that moment he resolved to 
engage with all his powers, in efforts to rescue 
Vincent (if willing to be rescued) from the con- 
dition into which he had assisted to plunge him, 
and to restore him to his home and family. All the 
ingenuity, fostered by his evil counsellors for their 
own selfish purposes, now received a holy bias; 
and while it made him fertile in invention, to an 
extent unknown to the habitually upright and 
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single hearted, there was an honesty of purpose, 
an abandonment of self, a deep devotion of heart 
to the work he had undertaken, which secured 
the lasting gratitude of the family for whom he 
laboured. 

Our readers may probably share in Marco's 
surprise, and await with some impatience that 
solution of the mystery which the following 
conversation will supply. On the previous 
day, the village doctor paid his visit to his rail- 
road patient just as Mr. Herbert was leaving 
him; and the yoimg gentleman had scarcely 
crossed into the path leading to his imcle's resi- 
dence, before he was overtaken by this person, 
quite out of breath, and looking as if he had '^ a 
good story" to telL After the usual salutations 
and inquiries, he said, ** Have you any knowledge 
of the man you have so kindly assisted ?** 

" None whatever," was the reply. ** I was 
merely travelling by the same train when the 
accident happened and I felt that I owed a thank- 
offering for my own preservation, which I gladly 
render in the form of providing for this poor 
fellow's comfort. Why do you ask if I know 
him?" 

*^ Because," said the doctor, **now the swelling 
and discoloration of the bruises are gone from his 
face, I recognise the large eyes, with their long 
silken lashes, which so fixed my attention when I 
saw him three or four years ago." 
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*^ Indeed, they are very striking," replied his 
hearer. " Where did you meet with him ?" 

"It is rather a long story," was the doctor's 
answer ; " but I will tell it in as few words as I 
can. Do you remember Robert the groom, who 
married the year after my lady's death, and went 
with his wife to one of Sir Hugh's Yorkshire 
farms?" 

" Perfectly." 

*^ Well, I was one day sent for to see the house- 
keeper (it was while you and Sir Hugh were 
at Brighton), and as I sat talking with her, one 
of the gardeners passed the window with this 
very man. Presently he came to beg the house- 
keeper would let the stranger see the picture 
of the late lady, which had been taken when 
she was a beautiful young bride: I thought 
I should myself like to look at the lovely face 
again, so I went with them to the picture gallery, 
and this man seemed as if he could never hear 
enough about the dear good lady. When I had 
finished my visit to my patient, I went to the 
stable for my horse, which had been put up while 
I ate a morsel of limcheon, and as I mounted, 
Robert the groom said, ^ I wonder what that sly 
foreign fellow wanted here.' On my asking what 
he meant, he told me he had at once recognised 
the stranger as Marco Bruno, who was servant to 
his young master. *I would not seem to know 
him, sir,' observed Robert, * because the servants 
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would have made a fuss with him on account of 
poor, dear Mr. Vincent. I hate foreigners, and 
especially that one who is just gone ; for I am 
sure it was all owing to him that I was sent back, 
after Mr. Vincent said I should go with him on 
his travels.' Soon after," added the doctor, **I 
happened to be in London, and to go on board 
a packet with my two nieces, who were going to 
Malta ; when who should come on board but the 
man whom Robert called Marco Bruno, in com- 
pany with a lawyer I have seen once or twice at 
your uncle's." 

"Is his name Price?" asked Herbert, anxiously. 

** I think it is, but am not quite sure. He is a 
fawning sort of a person, who if twenty were 
conversing in the room at once, would listen to 
them all, and let nothing escape him ; but the poor 
lady and Sir Hugh liked him, because he was 
somehow connected with their son. As I was 
telling you, Mr. Herbert, the two men came on 
board together, but as soon as they caught sight 
of my face they slunk below, as if they were 
ashamed, or afraid of something. It is very strange 
how all this comes to my mind as if it happened only 
yesterday, though I do not remember that I ever 
thought of it from that time to this. I am afraid 
you have not a very good subject down there at 
the cottage ; but I must run away, Mr. Herbert, 
for it is just now a busy time. My respects to Sir 
Hugh." 
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This information of Mr. Roote's dwelt on his 
listener's mind, and led to the inquiries which 
brought him such important information. 

All the following evening he was absent and 
thought]^, so that Sir Hugh inquired repeatedly, 
if he were ill? If he had received any bad news? 

&C. &C. 

During the tedious hours of a sleepless night, 
the young gentleman debated with himself whether 
he should, or should not communicate to his uncle 
what he had discovered ; but he finally decided to 
have some further conversation with Bruno, before 
he mentioned the subject to any one. He visited 
him early the next day, and foimd on conversing 
with him, that conscience had for some time been 
struggling in his breast, and had become too 
powerful for any sophistry to silence. A religious 
conversation, which he had overheard In one of 
his steamboat passages, had fixed itself In his 
memory ; and the powerful remarks of the good 
man who had been enlarging on the command, 
" As ye would that men should do to you, do ye 
also to them likewise,'' had aroused many serious 
thoughts. Long after the remarks which drew 
his attention to the text had faded from his mind, 
the words themselves remained stamped on his 
memory, and had filled him, at the time of his 
last visit to the monastery, with deep compunc- 
tion, when he looked on the altered appearance 
of one, whom he had formerly known the very 



250 FICTION, BUT NOT FALSEHOOD. 

image of blooming health and youthful joy. Dur- 
ing the time of suffering from the effects of his ac- 
cident, and when thoughts of death were frequent, 
as there was no false teacher present to lull con- 
science to a false peace, he became more and more 
sensible of the wrong he had done Vincent and his 
family, so that it seemed as if a heavy burden were 
removed, when Herbert drew from him the secret 
he was longing to reveal. He entreated the latter 
to be very cautious in his proceedings. 

" You have no idea, sir," he remarked, ** of the 
means the Fathers employ in order to discover what 
passes in families. Sometimes a clever lay-brother 
on whom they can depend, will engage as a ser- 
vant in the house, and make use of every opportu- 
nity his situation affords to pry into its concerns. 
Sometimes such an one will find some employment 
in the neighbourhood, and make love to the girl 
in the servants' hall that has the longest tongue. 
They will learn trades, and become bell-hangers, 
locksmiths, and the like, in order to gain admit- 
tance to gentlemen's houses, where they lose no 
opportunity of questioning and prying. If by any 
means they should find out that their plot had been 
discovered, my poor master would soon disappear ; 
for they would sacrifice fifty lives, rather than run 
any risk of exposure. Sir, you must never let my 
name pass your lips, nor suffer the least hint to 
escape, which might lead to Mr. Price's discovering 
tliat I have been here ; and if you meet me in any 
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place, public or private, no glance of recognition 
must appear." 

After long consultations, it was decided that 
Sir Hugh should be made acquainted with all 
that has been related, and that Herbert should 
proceed, ad originally proposed, to Kome. 

We pass over the effects of this communication 
on the fond father. He at once decided on accom- 
panying his nephew ; and though by so doing he 
incurred some risk, it was probably less than that 
which might result from his remaining in suspense 
and anxiety at home. 

Bruno warned them, that when they reached 
Rome they would immediately become objects of 
suspicion ; that their letters would be opened by one 
of the Society, who filled an important situation in 
the post-office ; that in whatever residence they took 
up their abode, there would probably be one, or 
more persons devoted to the Jesuits among their 
foreign servants; and he said that many houses had 
places of concealment, where a listener might be 
stationed in the vicinity of their apartments with- 
out their suspecting it. 

He then explained his plans, to which they 
listened attentively, and easily perceived how 
much they were calculated to promote the object 
they had in view ; and though Sir Hugh could 
not but have some misgivings as to the honesty of 
the man, his nephew reposed entire confidence 
in him. He trusted that Bruno was a renewed 
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character, and he was not deceived, for he had 
cast away for ever the traditions of the Church 
of Kome ; and to him had indeed been commu- 
nicated that true repentance, and living faith, 
which delivered him from the evil principles in 
which he had been nurtured, while the desire of 
making some reparation to those whom he had so 
deeply injured, became to him the one great object, 
for the attainment of which he was willing to 
sacrifice his life. 

Herbert's original plan had been to reach Rome 
in the spring ; but summer was far advanced before 
all their arrangements were completed, and not till 
the end of June was Bruno suflSciently recovered 
to leave L., and to travel in a close carriage to the 
nearest place at which he could embark for 
Hamburgh. Sir Hugh and his nephew crossed to 
Calais, and proceeded very leisurely, as they per- 
ceived the justice of Bruno's remarks, that it 
would be better not to excite attention by going to 
Home, till after he had opened an intercourse with 
Vincent, which he could not do till the regular time 
for his annual visit. For the sake of his young 
companion. Sir Hugh stayed at those places in 
•Flmiace, Germany, and Italy, in which were objects 
^ortli^ the traveller's attention; and Herbert 
^ed ^ take interest in them, to gratify his 
*^& d detain him, till they could safely ap- 

P^^i^^k^^" ^ ^\e spot where the beloved object of their 
^a^ \l/S> j^ou^XA xeaided, unsuBpicious of the 

V 
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warm affection and earnest efforts enlisted in 
his behalf. 

Vincent had been quietly pursuing his lonely 
way, and visiting his secret treasure daily, except 
when the fall of the leaf prevented his feeUng 
secure from observation, and in that quiet shelter 
had enjoyed many tranquil hours. Beneath the 
trees which shaded the walk below, a seat was 
fixed, to which at different times, those of the 
community who were aware of the " eye and ear 
holes" mentioned by Bruno, resorted, when wish- 
ing to hold secret communications with each other ; 
and Vincent would wonder whether the place he 
occupied had been formed accidentally, and never 
discovered till his fall revealed it to himself; or 
whether it had been contrived in times past, for 
the purpose of listening to the unrestrained con- 
versation, to which the apparent security of the 
place invited. 

A walk of considerable length extended at the base 
of the lofty eminence before named, and was bounded 
by a rude stone wall, apparently constructed for the 
purpose of preventing a land-slip from the perpen- 
dicular hill, which rose to the height of the tallest 
trees planted in that part of the garden. From 
crevices in this stone wall, sprang numerous creep- 
ers, which extended their slender tendrils to the 
branches of the trees, with which they formed 
a screen, reaching to the summit. Just in the 
centre of the above-named walk, a seat was fixed 
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under the shade of an oak, in front of which the 
waters of a fountain sparkled in the beams of the 
sun, cooUng the air with their spray, and soothing 
the mind with the sound of the falling stream. 
The garden immediately in front of the seat was 
laid out in parterres, which afforded no shelter for 
a listener; and farther down might be seen the 
glossy leaves, and golden fruit of numerous orange 
trees. All the lower part of the garden was so 
overlooked from this spot, that it was impossible 
for any one to approach it, without being perceived 
long before voices here in conversation could reach 
him. 

Several times Vincent had been compelled to 
hear from the lips of different individuals, the 
expression of sentiments, and arrangement of 
schemes, which proved to him that the unceasing 
round of services in the Romish Church had not a 
more sanctifying effect on its most devoted ad- 
herents, than he had found them produce on his 
own soul. Oh I the baseness, the malice, the 
misery, which were there disclosed. 

No allusion to himself or his concerns had ever 
been made in his hearing, since the memorable con- 
versation between the former Father Superior and 
Father Laurentio, till about four years after, 
when, one day he heard persons approaching, 
and soon recognised in one of the speakers an 
old monk, who was considered to stand high in 
the confidence of the Superior; the second seemed 
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to be a stranger, and yet there was something in 
the tone of his voice, which awakened in Vincent's 
mind that sort of indistinct consciousness of pre- 
vious axjquaintauce, with which we at times recaU 
the remembrance of a dream. The two were 
pacing up and down, and at each turn of their 
promenade some words became indistinct. 

*^ Do you think," inquired the monk, ^* that 
this visit of Sir Hugh and his nephew, can have 
any other motive than that of gratifying the 
young man's natural curiosity to visit " 

The conclusion of this sentence and commence- 
ment of the reply were lost to the anxious 
listener, whose throbbing pulse, at the sound of 
what he doubted not was his father's name, farther 
impeded his hearing. 

" I can only stay to-night," was the next con- 
nected expression. *^ I have been sent by Messrs. 
W. and F. to Naples, to collect important evidence 
for a trial which is to come on next term ; but as 
I could not write my suspicions of Marco, and, 
besides, required the information " 

Again the distance and position of the speakers 
prevented him hearing more. Messrs. W. and F. I 
Marco I Sir Hugh I names so familiar, convinced 
him that the stranger was Price; but again the 
speakers drew nigh, and every other sense was 
absorbed in that of hearing. It was Price still 
speaking. 

** There is no getting hold of that young man. 
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though the servants and tenants seem alinost to 
adore him, as they say, for his kindness and con- 
descension ; neither attention, respect, nor flattery, 
could ever win for me a kind word or look, 
beyond what the courtesy of a gentleman re- 
quired, though both his uncle and the deceased 

lady » 

Deceased lady I Was it his own tender mother 
to whom this term was applied ? to himself per- 
sonally, it mattered not. All he loved were as 
dead to him : his own sinful passions had snapped 
the link which bound him to home, kindred, and 
country. 

Yet how could her fond husband survive ? His 
wife, his son, both lost to him I Once more his 
heart rose in prayer for blessings on that dear 
Herbert, who was fulfilling the duties he had him- 
self abandoned. 

The two men, on their return, seated themselves 
just below the anxious listener, and after some 
minutes the monk said, ** Why do you suspect 
Bruno of faltering in this work, and being mi- 
faithful to his vows?" 

*^ When he was with me last year, he prated a 
good deal about some nonsense he had heard on 
board the packet, about doing as you would be 
done by ; and whenever he spoke of Vincenzo^ it 
was by the term, * my poor, dear master.' Since 
then, neither I, nor the Fathers at Oscott have set 
eyes on him, though one on whom I can depend^ 
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saw him in July, landing from an English steamer, 
and looking as if he were just recovering from an 
illness. Besides, although the Fathers have caused 
inquiries to be made of every priest in England, 
we cannot find that he has applied to any of them 
for the rites and consolations of the Church. The 
time of his annual visit draws nigh, keep your 
eye upon hun." 

" Why," asked the monk, *^ do you object to 
all this being told to the Father Superior?" 

" Because," answered the other, " he always 
rebukes me for having led the Society into the 
difficulties this business has occasioned, by my false 
information respecting the nature of the settle- 
ments, and by my statement that Sir Hugh was 
suffering under a mortal disease, when at the end 
of ten years he is stronger and healthier than he 
then was. The fact is, he has taken up the prin- 
ciples of the Evangelicals ; and when these get hold 
of a man, he professes to consider trials and afflic- 
tions as tokens of God's fatherly love, and then 
seems to rise above them alL** 

" Certainly," said the monk, *^ the Superior may 
well feel displeasure. Here has this Vincenzo for 
years set at defiance the rules of our Order with 
impunity; and you would still have forbearance 
shewn him, although it is likely his father may 
eventually survive him, and then the monastery 
will have no compensation for all the care and 
trouble be has occasioned." 

s 
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** You know,'' interrupted Price, " that all the 
younger fathers have been led to regard his 
silence, his solitary life, and his absence from all 
the services of the Church, as the effects of the 
displeasure of the Superior ; he does not therefore 
injure discipline, and he will be in your power at 
last, if you only have patience, and do not risk the 
shortening of his life by ill-timed severity.'' 

" I cannot understand," rejoined the other 
speaker, " why you take such an interest in this 
affiir." 

*^ Why, besides my zeal for the advance of our 
Order, I am desirous of disappointing that Mr. 
Herbert, who makes himself so sure of inherit- 
ing that fine property. He will be mightily 
chagrined, I have no doubt, notwithstanding all 
his disinterestedness. But where is Vinoenzo ? I 
should like to see if meeting me unexpectedly 
would not rouse him. We shall probably soon 
require evidence of his existence and sanity, for 
before I left England, I went in the name of the 
fitmily to one of the physicians, who met in con- 
sultation when Sir Hugh wished years ago to travel 
into Germany in order to reclaim his son, and he 
said he had little doubt that he was affected with 
organic disease of the heart ; so we do not know 
what travelling may do in our favour. Whwe 
shall we find him?" 

** I seldom either meet or see him ; his food for 
the day is placed in his cell, and nobody aaks or 
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thinks about him, but perhaps we shall find him 
in the shade down there ; we will walk that way 
and look for him." 

As soon as Vincent could remove with safety, 
he left his hiding-place, and moimting by a path 
where the shrubs concealed him from view, 
stretched himself, with beating heart, but com- 
posed and abstracted air, in the shade of the 
pines, and awaited their return. 

In vain Price spoke of their former intercourse, 
of his home, his parents, his mother's death — Vin- 
cent sat with his head leaning on his hand as if 
he heard him not: and Price departed greatly 
chagrined, and fearing that all his ingenuity would 
fail to secure the harvest it had cost so many 
crimes to produce. 

Shortly after this, Bruno arrived at the 
monastery, and was admitted into the cell where 
Vincent sat as usual, in his melancholy posture. 
The servant took the unresisting hand of his 
fonner master,' and pressed it to his Ups, making 
some inquiry after his health. No sign of recog- 
nition could have been perceived by the most 
watchful observer; but Price's remark about 
Bruno had revived Vincent's regard for the man, 
who felt a slight return of his warm pressure ; and 
a paper which he placed in the hand of Vincent 
contained the expression of Marco's repentance, 
and information of the approaching visit of Sir 
Hugh and his nephew to Home, for the purpose 
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of attempting his release ; it concluded with an 
entreaty that he would be at the seat under the 
oak on the following morning, while the Fathers 
were engaged in the chapeL 

This information agreed so completely with 
what he had overheard, that it removed all sus- 
picion of the writer's sincerity, and feelings of 
tenderness and hope revived in his heart. He 
might be disappointed in his efforts to profit by 
their affectionate cares ; his life might be sacrificed 
to the vengeance or fears of his enemies ; but he 
had the joy of knowing that he was forgiven, and 
that his father retained such love for him, un- 
worthy though he was, as to risk health and life 
for his deliverance. 

The following morning he left the monastery, 
and while going to the appointed spot, observed a 
man dressed like the labourers who occasionally 
worked in the garden, following ; but he proceeded 
to the seat under the oak, and presently hearing 
the well-known voice utter the words, *' My dear 
master,'' he turned to meet Marco, who hastily 
said, ** where can I place a parcel for you ?" Vin- 
cent led the way to the oleanders, and drawing 
aside their supple branches, pointed to a large 
stone, behind which anything intended for him 
might be deposited: and then Bruno hastening 
away, busied himself in a small plantation on the 
opposite side of the garden. 

The packet which he found next morning, ccm- 
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tained affectionate letters from his father and 
cousin^ informing him of all with which the reader 
is already acquainted, and entreating him to yield 
implicitly to Bruno's directions, who was to meet 
them at Geneva as soon as he had opened a com- 
munication with him. 

A note from Bruno, a large packet of writing 
materials, and a small English Bible were also in 
the parcel, and Bruno departed with letters to those 
beloved ones, whose thoughts were incessantly oc- 
cupied with projects for his deliverance; but slight 
hopes were entertained, however, that the neces-^ 
sary passports could be procured, and other needful 
preparations made, till the following year; and 
much prayerful effort was needed to keep his mind 
in a state of quiet dependence. On the one side 
was the prospect of detection, followed, perhaps^ 
by lingering tortures, and a violent death : on the 
other, the hope of deliverance, of restoration to 
his friends and country, together with a partici- 
pation in the privileges of a pure worship, and of 
eoimd scriptural instruction; but he looked for 
strength where none seek in vain. 

All who have studied the machinery of false 
worship must have noticed, that whatever may 
be set up as its object, the minds of its votaries 
are kept in a state of excitement by means of 
appeals to the senses ; and Popery especially, has 
her cup of abominations, filled with intoxicating 
influences of this kind, by which the weak-minded 
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and imaginative are drawn, and kept in subjection 
to her soul-destroying heresj. All the solenm 
realities of God's wonderful plan for the recovery 
of a mined world she has dramatized, and ex- 
hibited with the sensual accompaniments of dreaSy 
scenery, and music ; but between the feast of Pen- 
tecost and the season for celebrating oar Lord's 
Nativity, there is a long interval to be filled up, 
according to the most approved methods, by ima- 
ginative details of saintly performances. An 
exquisite statue representing a beautiful young 
man in the act of dying, was considered weU 
calculated to furnish a very effective spectacle; 
and as a preparation for the show, the Pope 
canonized the youth of eighteen, whose likeness 
the statue was said to be; a picture, was also 
painted, representing the Apothetwis of the saint, 
and then all was ready for an exhibition calculated to 
answer the purposes of the exhibitors. The follow- 
ing is the description given by an eye-witness : — 
"The gloomy month of November is the one 
chosen for the commemoration of the canonization of 
this saint ; and on the appointed morning, crowds 
maybe seen wjdting round the door of the monastery 
for their turn to be admitted. Two members of 
the community, dressed in long black robes, stand 
at the entrance, much as mutes do before a private 
dwelling in England, from which a funeral is pre- 
paring to depart. Parties of twenty are admitted, 
at intervals of fifteen minutes; and as the spec- 
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tators proceed with a slow pace through many 
long passages, and frequently remain some con- 
siderable time looking at the show, it not imfre- 
quentlj happens, that owing to the pressure of the 
crowd, persons can scarcely move an inch for two 
or three minutes together. 

'' On entering, the visitor is struck with the ap- 
pearance of deep gloom; all the exterior windows 
being closely darkened, and the long corridors only 
lighted by an occasional lamp shedding feeble rays, 
which scarcely make * darkness visible.' The 
most profound silence prevails, as no person speaks 
above the lowest whisper, and the foot falls noise- 
lessly on the leaves and branches of rosemary and 
myrtle, with which the floor is thickly strewed. 
Numerous passages diverge from the corridors in 
different directions ; but at each angle one of the 
Order, dressed like those at the doors, stands upright, 
silent, and still as a finger-post, merely indicating, 
by his outstretched arm, the course to be pursued 
towards the chamber of the saint. Thus is expec- 
tation enhanced by every accessory of gloomy 
solemnity. On entering the room, the spectators see 
the figure of a delicate youth, lying apparently at 
the point of death. The head is raised by a pillow 
of white marble, as if for the purpose of casting a 
dying look at a picture of the Virgin, which the 
left hand, resting on the chest, seems to support 
with difficulty, while the right grasps a crucifix of 
ivory, and a lily of frosted silver. The head, feet, 
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and hands are of the purest white ; the couch <»i 
which the figure reclines, and a sort of pall thrown 
over the body, as well as a balustrade placed round 
the couch, are of polished black marble ; and on the 
wall, against which the top of the couch is placed, 
is suspended the painting representing the apo- 
theosis of the saint, in which numerous figures of 
joung and beautiful females are depicted as scat- 
tering flowers over the grave. Bouquets, of the 
most exquisite artificial flowers, are laid on the 
balustrade and strewed over the statue; and nu- 
merous wax-lights, a large company of apparent 
mourners, an altar, with its officiating priests^ &c, 
so act on the imagination of the spectators, that 
occasionally sighs and tears give a sort of reality 
to the scene. The bright colours of the flowers, 
reflected from the polished marble, seem to give to 
it a sort of roseate hue, which is strikingly beau- 
tiful; while the intermingling, as it were, of the 
flowers of the picture, with those on the couch, 
and of the figures of the girls, with those of the 
living persons in the apartment, creates that sin- 
gular confusion between the ideal and the real, 
which belongs to all the histrionic exhibitions of 
the Church of Rome, and to which may be traced 
some part of the secret of her power." 

Vincent had placed himself in one of the gloomy 
comers, ostensibly to perform that part in the 
pageant which was so unpopular, that no other 
inmate of the monastery was likely to dispute hia 
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right to the position he had chosen. Herbert was 
among the spectators, and it had been settled that 
a white handkerchief bound round the arm of the 
latter, and the same token visible from the bosom 
of the dress of the former, should serve to point 
them out to each other. For a moment their 
hands were clasped; " Vincent !" " Herbert I" was 
breathed rather than spoken, and then the pressure 
of the crowd separated them. 

Every effort to secure Vincent's escape failed, 
till the returning year brought the repetition of 
this vain show, and then . • • • but we must 
not anticipate. 
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CHAPTER XIV. 
Ir it be true in ordinary cases^ that — 

** Time in advance, behind him hides his wings. 
And seems to creep, decrepit with his age," 

how much more so with persons situated as were 
Vincent Lake^ and those who were striving for his 
deliverance ? AJl connected with the remainder of 
his earthly course hung suspended on the success or 
&ilure of their efforts. On one side lay cheerful 
hopes of days and years spent in the society of 
those beloved ones, who were labouring to extricate 
him from the toils in which his own sinful folly had 
entangled him. On the other — but he would not 
contemplate it — the utmost which malice and 
superstition could inflict, would only shorten his 
earthly course ; over his real wel&re, they had 
no power. 

Happily for him, he escaped the alternations of 
hope and disappointment, attendant on the adop- 
tion and abandonment of many plans for 1^ 
escape; and in the Bible that Marco had con- 



FICTION, BUT NOT FALSEHOOD. 267 

fliderately placed in his packet, he found an un- 
fidling source of consolation, and of interesting 
subjects for research and consideration. He could 
now adopt the language of inspiration, and say 
with David, ** How sweet are thy words unto my 
taste I yea, sweeter than honey to my mouth I" and 
well would it be for many, who have all their lives 
had free access to an open Bible, if they could 
know its value in some measure, according to the 
estimate of one who had experienced that worst of 
all famines — "the famine of the "Word of God." 
He committed whole chapters to memory, that he 
might have materials for meditation when he 
could not safely resort to the sacred text ; and as 
his perceptions of truth became clearer, he under- 
stood the grounds of the enmity manifested by 
the Romish hierarchy towards the free circulation 
of the Holy Scriptures. 

The "Word of God opens to every sincere seeker 
a knowledge of the way of access to Him, in his 
character of **a reconciled God and Father in 
Christ Jesus"; and invites the penitent sinner to 
humble confession at the throne of Infinite good- 
ness, by the gracious declaration, " Whoso con- 
fesseth and forsaketh his sin, shall find mercy;" 
while Rome binds a man to the priest's footstool, 
and forces him to lay bare the secrets of his heart 
to a fellow-sinner, as the only price at which she 
will dispense a fancied deliverance from guilt and 
punishment. 
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This enmity of the Romish priesthood to the 
Bible is manifested in various ways ; they bury it 
under an immense heap of written and unwritten 
traditions ; they lock it up (where practicable) in 
the darkness of an imknown tongue, or where 
circumstances preclude the withholding the Scrip- 
tures altogether, they require the obedient mem- 
bers of their Church to swear that they will 
attach no meaning to what they read, till they 
have (what has never existed) "the unanimous 
consent of the Fathers." 

The reason of this proceeding is, as they (the 
priests of Rome) assert, " the obscurity of God's 
revelation to the unlearned"; but it may be 
asked, why then did the Almighty command that 
the books of Moses should be read publicly to all 
the people? why were the prophets charged to 
*' write the vision, and make it plain," so that 
even heedless passers-by might read? why did 
the Holy Ghost record this sentence by the pen 
of David — "The entrance of thy words giveth 
light; it giveth understanding to the simple"? 
Besides, we are told that our Lord *' spake openly 
to the multitude"; and that ** the common people 
heard him gladly." Why should not the conunon 
people profit by reading now, what they then 
profited by hearing? Why did St. Paul, an 
inspired Apostle, command that his epistles should 
be read by all the holy brethren? and why was 
the last and most mysterious book of aU the 
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Sacred Canon doubly guarded against pre- 
sumptuous interference, by a blessing and a pro- 
hibition? as it is written, *' Blessed is he that 
readeth, and they that hear the words of this 
prophecy." — '* Seal not the sayings of the pro- 
phecy of this book." 

Sir Hugh and his nephew busied themselves, 
after their return to Switzerland, in active 
measures to facilitate Vincent's deliverance, and 
in securing all possible assistance. About the 
time this little tale commenced (as it has be- 
fore been mentioned), Sir Hugh wrote to desire 
that a yacht might be hired, and despatched to 
the Mediterranean early in October; and that 
his steward, and one or two more trusty domestics, 
should proceed in her to Civita Vecchia, and there 
await further instructions. 

Mr. Lake, in addition to entire sympathy with 
Ms brother's hopes and fears, felt some natural an- 
xiety lest his own son should be placed in personal 
danger, by his generous eagerness for his cousin's 
welfare; and he was meditating the best means 
of joining them in Italy, without alarming his 
wife and daughter, when the improved health of 
the latter, and the opinion of the doctors that a 
sea-voyage, and a winter spent in the south of 
Europe, would re-establish her, decided him on 
embarking, with her and her mother, in Sir Hugh's 
vessel, and proceeding to the scene of action. 

His brother's East Indian friend, who also pro- 
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posed to winter in the south, happening to be 
in Southampton when Mr. and Mrs. Lake 
arrived to prepare for their voyage, was earily 
prevailed on to sail with them as far as Gibraltar. 
On the passage he was made acquainted by Mr. 
Lake with the important business in hand, and 
entered into it at once with all his heart, offering 
his active services, if they could be made available, in 
forwarding the deliverance of the poor monk. Li 
the course of frequent conversation he developed a 
plan, which he afterwards altered and matured in 
consultation with Bruno, who was sent to him at 
Gibraltar, and remained there till the time of his 
annual visit to Rome. 

It has been mentioned that Marco's twin bro- 
ther was employed in the gardens of the monastery 
in which Vincent resided. Marco had been careful 
not to excite his suspicions, because he had con- 
sidered him to be entirely under the control of his 
confessor, but now, on meeting and conversing 
with him, he found his devotion a good deal cooled. 
He had begun to listen to the republican theories 
of some of his companions ; the tyranny and vices of 
the priesthood were contrasted with the advantages 
of free institutions ; and all his theoretical dissatis- 
faction grew into active principle, when the Fathers 
(who had a great dislike to a change of labourers) 
opposed his marriage with a young ^1 residing 
a few leagues from Rome, in a village where he 
wished to take up his abode, and obtain alivelihood 
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as a gardener. The wages he received from the 
monastery were small and ill paid; and he was 
then in the height of indignation against his em<- 
ployers, because he had just been refused permis- 
sion to absent Imnself for a day or two from his 
work. Marco listened to his complaints^ and ac- 
knowledging their justice^ promised to obtain his 
discharge from the Fathers^ and procure him a 
place in a rich man's establishment^ where he 
would soon save enough to enable him to begin 
housekeeping prosperously; and as Silvio wished 
to consult Lisetta^ his kind brother proposed to 
take his place for two or three days^ while he 
visited his betrothed. 

There was a strong family likeness between 
them ; and when Marco had darkened his face and 
hands to the sun-burnt hue^ and adopted the pea- 
sant's dress of Silvio (instead of his usually smart 
habiliments)^ it would have required the scrutiny 
of suspicion itself to detect the metamorphosis. 
The lover set off in high spirits^ tmsuspicious of 
any secret but his own ; and Marco, whUe busied 
in training the trees in the vicinity of the mount, 
contrived to communicate to Vincent, in his hiding- 
place, every particular necessary for his guidance; 
and to convey to him everything required for 
carrying their plans into execution. 

He did not, in the mean time, neglect his 
promises to his brother; before he left Rome 
he obtained the Superior's permission for him to 
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seek a more lucrative employment; and a few 
weeks after his departure Silvio was sent for to a 
palace, and hired for a very rich East Indian, who 
was to arrive in a short time from Malta. In conse- 
quence of Marco's recommendation, he was en- 
gaged for three months, at wages which seemed 
to him almost equal to a prince's revenues; but 
though he was well fed, well clad, and lightly 
worked, he felt very strange and lonely when all 
the foreign servants arrived with their master, and 
ardently longed for the day when he should settle 
in a humble cottage with his dear Lisetta. 

It was, perhaps, this feeling of loneliness which 
drew his attention to a person residing in the estab- 
lishment with which he had become connected. 
Various conjectures were hazarded among the 
Italian servants respecting the individual alluded 
to. One said, he thought he must be a fieivourite 
Hindoo attendant; a second, that he was their 
master's secretary ; a third, that he was certainly 
an eastern prince who had come to see Europe. 
He always wore on his head a turban, from be- 
neath the folds of which, fell a mass of long straight 
black hair, reaching nearly to his shoulders, and 
partially concealing his face. His figure was tall 
and slight ; he was dressed in a sort of robe or 
tunic, which reached below the knees, and was 
girt about him with a scarf; a rich cachmere 
shawl hung over his shoulders, and was so wrapped 
round him the moment he was exposed to a bitaitk 
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of air, that only a pair of dark eyes were visible. 
The incongruous part of his attire consisted in 
black trousers or pantaloons (worn, Silvio thought, 
on account of his chilliness), which sadly detracted 
from the orientalism of his costume. 

This individual, whose name no European organs 
could pronounce, appeared to suffer extremely from 
cold. The breezes which to all else were soft and 
refreshing, after the burning heat of an unusually 
hot September, caused him to wrap himself up 
more closely ; and people who saw him cowering 
in the comer of the carriage, said it was cruel to 
bring him from his native land. 

Wherever Silvio's master went (and he went 
everywhere that there was anything to be seen), 
he was accompanied by this poor shivering crea- 
ture. In the churches and artists' studios, among 
the ruins of ancient, and the wonders of modem 
Bome, were to be seen the Nabob and his com- 
panion ; and people marvelled why such constant 
attendance should be exacted &om one who was 
evidently too sensitive to physical inconveniences, 
to take interest in the objects which delighted 
others. The Italian servants knew nothing of 
his in-door pursuits, for he spent his time in the 
private apartments of their master, where only 
English servants were admitted. 

The rich East Indian seemed to have taken a 
particular fancy to the church and chapels con- 
nected with the monastery in which Vincent 

T 
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resided; he frequently conversed with the Fathers, 
and asked many questions respecting the doctrines 
and discipline of the Society, while his companion, 
standing shivering behind him, would turn with 
an air of fretful impatience from any person who 
sought to engage his attention. The former 
heard of the festival in November, and was in- 
vited to visit the monastery on that day, which he 
promised to do, if then in the city. 

After visiting the principal Uons in Rome, a 
new whim seized the rich man (rich men are said 
to be whimsical at times). He conceived a desire 
of making researches among the ruins of the ancient 
Antium (the birthplace of the monster Nero), 
once a flourishing seaport. These ruins are on a 
promontory not fiur from the town of Nettuno, 
which is about twenty-four miles SE. of Rome, 
and at the mouth of the little river Loracina. 
A fatiguing excursion once a week over indifferent 
roads to Nettuno, and thence in a boat to the site 
of the former city, severely tried the patience of 
his attendants, who, when they saw that their 
master only came to scrape holes in the sand, and 
hunt about among the old walls, would be some- 
times heard to mutter to each other, " Un Matto.** 

The poor people of Nettuno by no means shared 
in the sentiments of the domestics. The kindness 
and liberality of the gentleman to those who 
gathered roimd the carriage, had secured for him 
a large amount of good will; all were eager to 
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launch their boats, and render any service in their 
power ; and expressions of regret were heard among 
them, when the announcement was made, that he 
should pay them only one more visit. 

Silvio had been weU pleased at being left out of 
these journeys, and was by no means gratified 
when told one bright November morning, that he 
was to accompany his master alone, in a small 
carriage driven by the latter, some distance into the 
country. For a wonder, the man in the turban 
was to be left at home ; and Silvio wondered why 
he, who had never exchanged five words with his 
master, should be selected for his companion. 
When they had emerged from the city gates, they 
turned into the road which led to Lisetta's village. 
His heart opened, for his master conversed with hiTn 
so kindly, and with such condescension, and at 
length he actually found himself talking of his 
love, his wishes, and his hopes. 

They entered the village; the chaise stopped 
before the very cottage which he had long desired 
to possess; but as he looked at it, his hopes died 
away, for it Tas thoroughly repaired, and evidently 
intended for some tenant &r richer than himself. 
The gentleman alighted and entered, followed by 
the bewildered l^vio. All was clean, neat, and,, 
for a place of the kind, nicely furnished. ^^ How 
do you like the home Marco has prepared for 
you?" asked his master. 

After his surprise and joy had in some degree 
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abated, the gentleman told him that Marco, havnig 
conferred a great benefit on a rich &inilj, they 
had requested him to purchase what he now saw, 
as a token of their gratitude. He next desired 
Silvio to put on a peasant's dress which had been 
provided, and to place the livery he had worn in 
the carriage ; and then paying him the full amount 
of wages, although the half of his engagement 
remained unfiilfiUed, he drove off, and left him to 
communicate the joyful news to Lisetta. 

The same carriage, with the solitary gentleman, 
drove up soon after to a small hut in a little wood, 
where our old friend Marco took the bundle of 
clothes which his brother had laid aside, and 
putting them on, returned to Bome as Silvio. 

As he was to leave again the next morning to 
take charge of some packages which were to be 
shipped at Civita Vecchia, he was engaged with 
his master till so late at night, that no inquiries 
could be made by his fellow-servants respecting 
the drive into the country. 

The time was at length arrived, when the object 
of all these preparations was to be accomplished; 
if not, disappointment followed by punishment, 
probably even to death, would fall on the poor 
recluse. Herbert, dreading the consequences of 
these trying hours of uncertainty to his unde, had 
prevailed on huu to join his mother and Emily on 
board the vessel which was to be Vincents place 
Of refage, should he succeed in passing midis- 
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covered from the monastery; and then^ for the 
first time, the ladies were made acquainted with 
all that hung suspended on the events of the next 
three days. The thoughtftd Herbert had pre- 
vailed on Sir Hugh to invite a young English 
physician to accompany him on board ; and had 
made this person acquainted with all they had 
in contemplation ; that what human skill could do, 
might be put in exercise for his uncle and cousin, 
in order to avert any evil effects which were 
apprehended from their agitation. 

On the all-important morning, the East Indian 
left his house early, accompanied only by the poor 
native in his eastern dress; and alighting with 
him, dismissed his carriage with directions to 
wait for him at the door of the church connected 
with the monastery. The two then entered the 
studio of an English artist, situated in that quar- 
ter of the dty, and shortly after Marco Bruno, in 
the dress previously worn by Silvio, hastened 
from the studio, to take his place in the convey- 
ance provided for removing luggage from the 
Palace to Civita Vecchia, where he was to embark 
with it for Malta, still bearing his brother's name. 

Soon after, the East Indian also came forth 
from the same house, and proceeding to the door 
of the monastery, joined a large party of English 
gentlemen, who, with their servants, were waiting 
for admission to view the spectacle of the statue 
lying-in-state. He was alone; a circumstance 
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not unmarked by one of the bystanders, who wsb 
also about to iriew the show. Herbert and Ub 
fikther were foremost in the crowd, and the fkust In- 
dian pressed through it in order to get near thfiiD, 
though no recognition of each other was apparent 
Two Jesuits at length emerged from the door of 
the monastery; and placing themselves one <m 
each side, admitted the first party of twenty, and 
then closed the door. All was dark and ^bomy 
within, and rendered still more so, by the tran- 
sition from the light of a bright sunny day, to 
this obscurity. They stepped slowly and ncuse- 
lessly upon the leaves, which gave forth a pleasant 
odoiu*, as they crushed them beneath their feet 
One, two, three, four, of the silent, directing hlaxk 
figures were passed; and Herbert's eyes w^re 
strained to discover, through the gloom, the smaH 
white token which was to distinguish Vincent 
from the others. The anxieties of a life seemed 
concentrated in the few seconds which followed. 

And what had been Vincent's feelings on that 
memorable morning? 

He was not deficient in firmness of purpose ; yet 
more than once he had shrunk from the risk of 
compromising the safety of those generous friends, 
who were labouring for his deliverance. It was 
necessary to darken his complexion, in order to 
support the character he had to sustain ; might 
not some curious eye detect the transformation? 
If suspicion led to examination, the Indian gar-* 
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ment he wore under the long black dress of the 
Order would discover all. He heard the bell ring 
for the morning mass, and well knew that on 
this day, a fuR assembly of all the members of the 
community would meet around the high altar. He 
listened till the last step had passed away — ^till the 
last echo of a closing door had died upon the walls 
— and then, summoning up his resolution, he passed 
from his cell to a dark ro(»n, used as a sort of re- 
ceptacle for lumber, and which (^ned, by another 
door, into that part of the corridor where he wm 
to take his stand. 

He entered ; his trembling knees could scarcely 
sustain him: he rested, almost Stinting, against 
the side of the apartment ; and for a season a sort 
of dreamy unconsciousness overcame the terror 
which unnerved him; but he heard the distant 
eoimd of the closing hymn ; they were about to 
conmience their preparations for the spectadie ; 
and, summoning up all his powers, he passed 
through the door into the corridor, closed it behind 
faim, and placed himself in the required attitude. 

The saint^sdiamber was immediately afterwards 
thrown open, and the bright beams which issued 
from it, reached almost to the spot where he 
stood. The Father Superior and one or two 
others came out; they approached him; for a 
moment (wluch seemed to him interminable) the 
SuperiOT paused ; Vincent dared not turn his head 
away from the light, and yet he trembled lest it 
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should betray his altered complexion ; he felt that 
a scrutiniziiig eye rested upon him. Was the 
dress which he wore under the Jesuit's long robe 
visible? Was there anything discernible, which 
could lead to suspicion, to examination, to detec- 
tion? No, the monks passed on, and all was 

safe. The group of Mends approached at a slow 
pace ; the sound of the cough which was to be 
Herbert's signal was heard; and Vincent drew 
forth the white handkerchief. Again the hands 
of the cousins met; the one cold as that of a 
corpse, the other burning with the fever of excite- 
ment. Some of the party paused, and made 
whispering remarks on the effects of the strong 
light streaming from the illuminated apartment; 
the others clustered round the closed door, as if 
they were also struck with some peculiarity in 
the scene before them, which they wished to par- 
ticularly note. 

The slight rustling soimd of steps upon the leaves 
strewed along the floor of the corridor, was again 
heard; a fresh party had entered, and were ad- 
vancing towards the spot where the first had re- 
mained stationary ; these divided so as to let the 
new comers pass through them, and as they entered 
the saint's chamber, the door of the dark room 
again opened, and Vincent appeared, with the 
turban, black hair, and enveloping shawl that 
had distinguished the proteg6 of the East Tndmyt 
(his black garment he had left concealed under a 
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heap of rubbish, which had not probably been 
examined for years). He joined his friends, and 
proceeded with them to the chamber where the 
mock mourners were seated around the beauti^ 
statue, and the priest at the altar was performing 
certain (what the most jealous Bomanist must 
permit us to call) ** mummeries^ since they were 
only used as auxiliaries to a scenic representation. 

In order to avoid the danger of rousing sus- 
picion, the English party lingered till the room 
was crowded; and though the beauty of the 
statue, the painting, and the flowers might have 
been expected to engross all the attention of the 
bystanders, there were some who looked with 
interest, and curiosity on the turbaned stranger, 
and wondered at the extraordinary chilliness which 
could give an appearance of tremor to his whole 
frame, in such an atmosphere as that occasioned 
by the numerous lights and crowds of spectators. 

As a favour granted to the East Indian (whosQ 
wealth and courtesy had won for him in the 
monastery, as elsewhere, favourable opinions), they 
were permitted to proceed through the cloisters 
into the church, and thence to the carriage, instead 
of wending their w^y slowly back through the 
dark, crowded passages. Father Laurentio shewed 
them the way, and as the three passed on, he 
inquired respecting the country and religion of the 
shivering stranger. His protector apologized for 
his short replies, by stating that he was in great 



282 riCTiON, BUT not falsehood. 

haste that morning ; but would call on the £>!• 
lowing day at the monastery^ and give diem 
further information respecting Bengal and its in- 
habitants. 

At the door of the church, they found the 
carriage with fresh horses, and proceeded at t 
brisk pace across the Campagna. The motion, 
the sense of freedom, the recollections of past 
sufferings, the new hopes which were springing 
up, were too much for the bewildered Vincent 
It seemed as if he must sink imder these strong 
^notions, till a burst of tears somewhat relie^^ 
hiuL His companion soolhed him, spoke c^ his 
restoration to his father, and his country^ and 
urged the necessity of his rallying his powers, so as 
to be able to sustain the character he had assumed, 
till he was safe on board the yacht, which was 
tacking on and off shore, in the vicinity of Net- 
timo, at which place they arrived soon after two 
o'clock. 

The sun shone brightly on the snowy swls of 
the beautiful little vessel, which sported like an 
inunense water-fowl among the shining waves 
of the blue Mediterranean. In the distance 
a frigate, bearing the standard of Great Britain, 
appeared as if drawing towards the shore; and 
when the carriage approached the water-side, 
several British sailors were seen resting on 
liheir oars at the mouth of the river. The East 
Julian entered one of the small boats which 
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usually conveyed him to the promontory, and 
then the man-of-war's boat dropped alongside ; the 
pretended Hindoo was assisted out of the one in 
which he had previously seated himself, and as he 
sank down by the side of the officer in command, 
he heard, in the almost forgotten sounds of his 
native language, the words, " I give you joy, sir, 
that you are once more safe under the flag of our 
gracious Queen." 

We must pass over the meeting of Vincent 
with his father, and with that gentle cousin, 
whose juvenile piety had secured to him the 
precious little New Testament, which had been 
instrumental in delivering him from a worse 
bondage even than that under which the artifices 
and tyranny of Bome had placed him, and we 
will here close the chapter, referring those who feel 
an interest in the future course of llie Lake family, 
to such information as may be gathered from the 
letter whidi follows. 



I 
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CHAPTER XV. 

MISS LAKE TO MISS F. DOUGLAS. 

«* Malta, Deo. 13, 18— 

"Dearest Fannt, — ^You must have been sur- 
prised at not receiving any acknowledgment of 
your delightful letter, which reached me during 
our stay at Gibraltar ; if you could think of such 
a trifle, after the perusal of mama's last packet, 
which contained Herbert's wonderful account of 
the discovery of our cousin 'Vincent's existence, 
and of the means adopted (successfully, I rejoice 
to say) for his restoration to us. For some time 
after reading Herbert's letter, my mind was in 
such utter confusion, that writing was an impossi- 
bility ; and when my uncle came on board the 
yacht, I could only think of his anxiety, and strive 
to relieve it. 

** Under all former trials (some of which you 
know have been very heavy), he has preserved 
the equanimity and dignified submission which 
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might have been expected from his noble Christian 
character ; but at this time, his restlessness and 
irritability were painful to witness. All night 
he paced the deck of the little vessel, and when 
towards morning Dr. P., a friend of Herbert's, 
prevailed on him to take a composing draught and 
lie down, his sleep was short and interrupted ; and 
before the sun rose, his steps were again heard 
over-head. It was not possible for my cousin 
to leave Rome before the middle of the day ; 
but Sir Hugh insisted on the vessel's imme- 
diately proceeding to the spot, where we were to 
await the arrival of our poor captive. 

*' My dear brother's forethought provided for 
every contingency. It was possible, he thought, 
that officers from some of the Pope's galleys might 
go on board any Italian boat seen proceeding with 
passengers from the shore, and as a relative of ours 
is in command of a frigate on this station, he had 
communicated with him ; so that when we arrived 
before Nettuno, his ship lay in the immediate 
vicinity. Our yacht tacked so as to keep the 
town and mouth of the little river continually in 
view ; and hour after hour, the anxious &ther stood 
with a glass fixed in the direction of that part of 
the Campagna, which must be crossed by the road 
leading from Some. A little before two o'clock 
a carriage was observed rapidly approaching; and 
then the hand which held the telescope became 
too unsteady for any benefit to be derived from its 
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use^ and the extreme paleness wliich succeeded 
the flush of excitement^ alarmed both mama and 
myself. 

** Dr. P. drew near with a glass of some resto- 
rative, which my uncle pushed away. I inter- 
posed. ^ For my sake, dear uncle — ^for Vincent's.' 
The glass was taken, and the mixture swallowed. 

^* At this moment, a man-of-war's boat with its 
numerous rowers shot past our vessel^ and ap- 
proached the shore, whither our eyes were eagerly 
directed ; and we soon afterwards saw a smaller boat, 
with three or four persons in it, leave the mouth 
of the river ; it drew near the other ; they met, 
and a tall figure in white passed into that which 
bore the British flag. The head of the latter was 
then turned towards the yacht ; the oars cut the 
sparkling waves with rapid and regular strokes; 
and almost with the swiftness of a flash of lightning 
the beautifiil little vessel darted towards us, and 
dropped alongside. A cry was heard, * My son, 
my sonl' and poor Vincent's wasted form was 
pressed to his fond father's heart. 

** In my childish days, my cousin Vincent had 
dwelt in my imagination as the personification of all 
that was bright and beautiM; and after I bad wept 
for his early death, his dear mother would, when- 
ever I was staying with her, seem to forget for 
the moment her bereavement, while she enlarged 
on his buoyant spirits, sparkling wit, and fine 
understandbg ; his eloquence and cheerful good 
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temper. Alas I what a wreck of all these now lies 
extended on the sofist which stands opposite me 
while Iwritel Oh, Fanny I this Bomanism is a 
vile system I Whether we consider man as a 
social, or as an immortal being, its effects are 
equally destructiye to his welfare. 

** May our beloved country be preserved fi*om 
its blighting influences I 

" But to proceed with my narrative. Vincent 
was immediately persuaded to retire to his cabin, 
and seek that rest which it was evident he greatly 
required ; and it was two or three days before my 
mother or myself were permitted to see him; but 
Sir Hugh could not be prevailed upon to leave him 
for an hour : and Dr. P. told us, that one of the 
most touching sights he had ever witnessed, was 
that grey-headed father watching the slumbers of 
his son, as a tender young mother does those of 
her in&nt. 

" Vincent's escape was effected on Thursday ; 
and we kept on and off the beautiful coasts of 
Italy till the following Monday, when we entered 
the Bay of Naples, to await the arrival of papa, 
Herbert, and our kind Indian friend, who had 
laboured so effectually for my cousin's deliver- 
ance. How I coveted your talent for description, 
as I gazed on the lovely scene I On ascending, 
the deck in the morning, I found the vessel pass- 
ing near the island of Caprea, which seems placed^ 
with its white cliffs and ridgy summit, as a barrier 



288 FICTION, BUT NOT FALBEHOOB. 

to protect the interior of the bay from the fury rf 
the tempest. As we advanced, the view whidi 
opened to us (illuminated by a sun shining with 
a brilliancy which is never witnessed in what the 
old Romans termed * transalpine countries ') was 
perhaps one of the most splendid that Nature any- 
where presents. On our left, towards the west, 
the delightful shores of Pozzuoli rose with a gentle 
swell from the bosom of the smooth shining water; 
on the east, Vesuvius, with its cultivated sides 
and smoking summit, bounded the prospect; the 
centre is occupied by the city, with its palaces, 
churches, and gardens, rising one above another. 
Innumerable boats, gliding in every direction over 
the bright azure sea, broke its glassy snr&ce into 
furrows ; and on the east of the semicircular shcne, 
the Castello dell' Novo forms a conspicuous ob- 
ject, being built on an insulated rock, beyond 
which a rugged line of mountains stretch south- 
wards, with their aspect softened by villages 
and convents, nestling in their forests^ or lodged 
amidst their precipices. 

*^ Our dear relatives were all assembled on 
board the yacht before the end of the week; and 
then we came to this place, where Sir Hugh, Vin- 
cent, and Dr. P., with mama and myself, intend 
to remain till the spring is pretty far advanced. The 
^h^r three gendemen have left us, and are gone to 
▼i^Xj tlx© loman Islands and Greece ; thence, they 
<^^ to proceed to the Holy Land, and will not 
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return till April or May. It was a sore trial for 
my brother to separate from my uncle and cousin ; 
but papa's mind was set upon making this tour, 
and Herbert yielded as cheerfiilly as he could. 
On our arrival here, we found the Italian servant 
whose awakened conscience led to the discovery 
of his master's situation, and who had incurred 
the most imminent risk in obtaining his deliver- 
ance. In answer to our inquiries, concerning the 
amount of confusion which Vincent's escape must 
have occasioned, he replied, that probably no one 
but the Father Superior would be aware of the 
real state of the case; as it is by no means 
uncommon for a member of the community to be 
withdrawn without any explanation. He may be 
a useful, confidential agent ; and, as such, be de* 
spatched east, west, north, or south, to carry out 
the purposes of the Order; or he maybe suspected 
of unfaithfulness, or convicted of disobedience; 
and for these be sentenced to wear out life in 
rigorous confinement, or be subject even to more 
severe punishment. There is thus always enough 
of intimidation to prevent the monks trifling with 
their vows of obedience. 

" Vincent is beginning to converse a little ; but 
though he retains a perfect knowledge of his 
native language, he speaks with much hesitation, 
and is frequently at a loss for words. Herbert 
draws him out more than anybody else can do, and 
we have had one or two very interesting conver- 

u 
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satlons, in which he explained the way he was led, 
from perusing the New Testament, to discover the 
antichristian chara<5ter of the Church of Rome. 

** It is evident that he did not refer to Grod's 
Word for the settlement of points of doctrine, till 
after he had found rest in the Saviour there re- 
vealed, and had thus the ' witness in himself,' 
that it contains the discovery of God's mercy to a 
ruined world. When ready to perish, he had 
cried, * Lord, save me I' and after the gracious hand 
of redeeming love had been stretched forth, and 
had rescued him from the guilt, and remorse, 
which threatened to overwhelm him, he needed 
no mere human arguments to convince him that 
he possessed the revelation, which God had made 
to man, in order that he might there discover 
One ^ mighty to save.' From that time he daily 
fed on the pure milk of the Word, by serious 
meditation on its sacred truths. 

^^ Though he entered Rome a professed infidel, 
he was not so hardened in unbelief, as to be freed 
from the terrors of a guilty conscience. He 
trembled at the idea of impending wrath, but 
thought it impossible, he could ever receive the 
Scriptures as a divine revelation, although his 
Protestant education had taught him to consider 
them as the foundation of Christianity. Feeling, 
what man naturally feels, the want of some kind 
of religion, he eagerly caught at the idea set 
before him by Father Laurentio, of an infallible 
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church opening her arms to receive him, and of 
a priesthood, authorized to remit his sins, with- 
out exacting anything which the natural man 
(even while dead in trespasses and sins) could 
not perform. He fancied he had now found what 
every convinced, but still unconverted sinner 
seeks — a place of refuge where (like fallen Adam 
among the trees of the garden) he might hide 
himself from God; but he soon discerned, what 
all who enter her communion will surely discover, 
either in time or throughout eternity, that Kome 
can only offer * a refuge of lies' which will, if 
trusted to, leave the soul naked, and defenceless 
in the day of wrath. 

" Whenever a man is brought to admit as true, 
the doctrine of Rome's infallibility, he is bound by 
a chain which only the hand of Omnipotence can 
break. He must no longer judge for himself, nor 
think of bringing any part of her teaching to the 
test, either of reason or of revelation. What an 
infallible church teaches, her members are bound to 
believe firmly, and without doubting, at the peril 
of their souls; so that, as a Komish ecclesiastic once 
said, * No sincere Catholic was ever convinced, by 
comparing any of the teaching of Holy Mother 
Church with the Bible, that her doctrine or dis- 
cipline is unsound or unscriptural,' for the man 
who ventures to doubt or to compare, shews by 
this act that he is not a sincere Catholic' 

" How .different, dear Fanny, from the apostolic 
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exhortatioiDS — * Prove all things : hold fast that 
which 18 good,' and, * Believe not every sjurit, 
but try the spirits whether they be of God,' and j 
from the words of our Lord himself, ^ Why even 
of yourselves, judge ye not what is right.' 

** My time and paper alike forbid my entering 
into a detailed account of the steps by which Vin- 
cent was, without human aid, enabled to discover, 
by the help of God's Word and Spirit, the whole 
Gospel system. 

*^ It is surprising to us, who live in the midst of 
contending sects, to perceive how simply this Bible 
Christian holds all the great truths of the Grospel; 
none of the difficulties discovered by those who 
would systematize the Holy Scriptures have arisen 
to trouble him. Himself a sinner, Christ the 
Saviour, and God the Father, entering into the 
covenant of salvation, and that covenant received 
through the Spirit's teaching; these are the objects 
which his &ith has laid hold of; and he often reminds 
me of David's simile, ^ My soul is as a weaned 
child,' for he seems to rest in the knowledge of his 
heavenly Father's love, without any craving for 
the present, or anxiety for the future. 

" It is not thus with my uncle Hugh. Since 
Herbert's departure he has felt more deeply the 
ruined health of his poor son, and the blight of 
all the proud, fond hopes of which this son had 
been the object. He expected to meet the bright 
creature from whom he parted fourteen years ago. 
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matured into an intellectual, well-informed man 
of five-and-thirty, whose ripened and sobered mind 
would be peculiarly adapted to his own age and 
experience; he finds him sweet and gentle, and 
yielding as an infant, but on all subjects, except 
religion, feeble-minded and unreasoning. It is 
possible that frequent attacks of intermittent 
fever may have weakened his intellect ; but entire 
solitude has also had its effects : as for five years 
he never spoke, or held intercourse with a fellow- 
creature. While Herbert Avas here, he formed 
the link between father and son, and prevented 
the full perception of Vincent's mental and bodily 
weakness; but now Sir Hugh misses the filial 
devotion which my dear brother has ever shewn 
him, and is more sensible of his own son's de- 
ficiency in those social habits, which constitute so 
much of the enjoyment of social life. Sometimes 
the poor invalid seems conscious that he has dis- 
appointed the expectations of his father ; and then 
with stammering words, and with an agitated and . 
hurried demeanour, he strives to be more com- 
municative and attentive. 

*^ We all suffer so much from this state of 
things, that mama has written to papa to beg he 
will not oppose Herbert's return to us. She has 
sent her letter by a Greek vessel, under cover to 
the British consul, so that on the arrival of papa 
and his companions at Athens, he will be sure to 
receive it ; and both my uncle and cousin look up 
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with a smile, when mama is calcalatiiig how maiij 
days must elapse, before we again see that pleasant 
countenance which always appears to bring with 
it peace to all our family circle. 

" Dr. P. gives small hopes of Vincent's ever 
being permitted to revisit his native land ; for the 
austerities to which he was subjected at the com- 
mencement of his monastic life, left him but ill pre- 
pared for the injurious effects of autumnal malaria; 
his constitution is ruined, and could ill support 
the changes of our variable climate. I must turn 
to some other subject, or I shall make you as 
dispirited as myself." 

We omit the remainder of the letter, as it does 
not refer to the history which is now drawing to a 
close. 

Two or three months after the date of the above, 
Mr. Price was sent for, to the private oflSce of the 
younger of his employers. When he had closed 
the door, Mr. F. said, in an angry tone, *^ Why did 
you furnish the opposite party in the trial of 
Downing and Wise, with documents to use against 
us ? It is useless to deny it : Lord D. wrote a 
letter in my uncle's office, which never passed out 
of his hands, till he gave it to me, with a charge 
not to suffer one of the papers to be seen by any 
one, and I gave them to you, with the same 
charge, on the Derby day. Now we lost the cause 
entirely through the counsel for the defendants 
having obtained garbled extracts from that very 
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letter to bring into court; and you must have 
furnished them. My uncle declares he will dis- 
solve the partnership, and I shall owe my ruin to 
your treachery." 

The young man had spoken so vehemently, that 
the person accused could only wait till he had 
talked himself out of breath ; and before he could 
collect himself for a reply, Mr. W., the elder 
partner, walked into the office. *^Pray, Mr. 
Price," said he, ** can you explain what this para- 
graph in the Times means ? I remember it was 
you who brought intelligence of the death of Sir 
Hugh Lake's only son." 

Mr. Price took the paper, and read as follows, 
among the deaths. ** Suddenly, at Malta, in the 

60th year of his age. Sir Hugh Lake, of • 

He is succeeded in his title and large estates, by 
his only son, Mr., now Sir Vincent Lake. The 
present baronet, who has resided abroad several 
years, is a confirmed invalid, we understand, and 
not likely to revisit England at present." 

Mr. Price became exceedingly faint. '* I fed 
very ill," he said ; " will you excuse my leaving 
you?" His looks corroborated his statement, and 
no attempt was made to prevent his departure. 

** That is a bad fellow I fear, Edward," said 
Mr. W. ; ** I wish he had never entered our 
office; but through your misplaced confidence, 
we cannot discard him, as his misrepresentations 
might seriously injure our credit. I think I have 
enough interest in the Colonial-office^ to obtain 
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for him some appointment which will carry him 
out of our way." 

Mr. Price was heard of no more in England; 
but if anybody is anxious to trace his future 
course^ they have a due. We, however, are glad 
to have done with him. 
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CONCLUSION. 

A VEEY short chapter will suffice to relate all that 
is required to be told of the parties first introduced 
to our readers ; for a life of peace and active usefiil- 
ness seldom affords many materials for the bio- 
grapher. Daily visits to the abodes of want and 
sorrow; the giving instructionsto the ignorant, and 
preparing for those instructions, left little leisure 
to Mrs. Moore; and yet a single page would 
contain the history of her life for many months. 
While she strengthened the hands of her excellent 
pastor, by her diligent co-operation in all his plans 
of useAilness, she herself, like many others of his 
flock, was by his ministry comforted and edified. 

The influence of the Livesay family for good, 
was rather to be traced in their circle, than de- 
scribed in words. Many a profligate husband and 
son, when brought by evil courses to shame and 
sorrow, sought counsel of William Livesay, as to 
the means of becoming, like hiniy respected and 
prosperous. Many a wife and mother turned to 
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his wife to learn from her the secret of domestic 
happiness, and was made wiser and better by her 
prudent advice ; enforced, as it was, by her well- 
ordered life. The neighbours' children were 
taught to look up to Annie, as the pattern of a 
good daughter and kind sister ; but the description 
of one day in Livesay's cottage might serve as 
the epitome of weeks and months ; and each day 
would have manifested, that it is not by actions 
claiming prominence in the village annals, that 
glory is given to God, usefulness exercised towards 
mankind, or peace of conscience maintained by the 
individual; but rather by *^ patient perseverance 
in well-doing.'' 

Annie's healthy mind did not crave excite- 
ment : she did not waste her energies in planning 
schemes of virtuous and praiseworthy exertions, 
to be performed only imder possible circumstances 
which were not very likely to occur; but she 
resolutely aimed to fulfil the duty of the day in 
its day, and strove so to realize the thought, "I 
serve the Lord Christ," that as a faithful servant 
she might know her Lord's will, and do it. She 
was not a great talker, and consequently escaped 
many diflSculties which naturally spring up to 
trouble the gossip. When she needed direction, 
she sought it by asking intelligent questions of 
those able to instruct her; and still more, by 
asking wisdom of " Him that giveth to all men 
liberally"; and she reflected on what she learned, 
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80 that when called into action, she was seldom at 
a loss. She occasionally received a letter from her 
cousin, which, though it brought little direct in- 
formation (for Mary was not clever with her pen), 
still gave Annie pleasure, because it contained 
expressions of gratitude to her kind mistress, and 
affectionate good- will to her fellow-servants : then, 
as time rolled on, a pious sentiment expressed 
with humihty and sincerity, was noted down as 
matter for prayer and praise. The Sister of 
Mercy was never alluded to in their correspon- 
dence, nor did she ever call at Livesay's cottage ; 
the conversation held by her spiritual director 
with its mistress, might possibly account for her 
neglect of Annie's invitation to come and receive 
an apology for her dutiful want of courtesy. 

The perversion of Mary Everest had brought 
home to the Vicar, in a tangible form, the danger 
of his flock from the emissaries of Rome. Like 
many others, he had looked on the Papacy as an 
enemy, whose power was too much weakened to 
be any longer an object of fear; he had in con- 
sequence neglected to make himself familiar with 
the Romish controversy, and having but recently 
taken possession of a widely-scattered, and long- 
neglected parish, he could not, consistently with 
due attention to more immediate calls, engage 
in the study of this important subject. He knew 
that the questions at issue between Romanist and 
Protestant, are of no trifling character: one or 
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the other must be in soul-destrojing error: tlie 
Romanist declares that out of the pale of his 
Church there is no salyalion ; the Protestant as- 
serts that the doctrines of the Komish Church result 
from the crafty policy of the enemy of God and 
man, who, when he found that he was not allowed 
to arrest the progress of the Gospel, contrived 
to corrupt it by a dangerous intermixture of error; 
that all the essentials of Komanism are noveltiee 
dishonouring to God, and destructive to the 
souls of men; and that the additions made by 
Rome, to the pure Gospel of Christ may be traced, 
first in the bud, and afterwards developing them- 
selves into the full-blown doctrines of Antichrist 
But the evidence of this, required historical research, 
and an acquaintance with the workings of the anti- 
christian system, which he could not at once ac- 
quire ; therefore, hearing of a convert from Koman- 
ism, who was exposed to bitter persecution on 
account of his religion, and who was as fami- 
liar with the doctrines of Romanism, as zealous 
and powerful in refuting them, he engaged him 
as a Scripture Reader, placing him in Everest's 
cottage (now become vacant by the return of the 
latter to his former abode), and appointed as his 
sphere of labour that he should follow " the 
Popish ladies," as the villagers called them, into 
the houses where they had found admittance, and 
there, as his agent, instruct his parishioners in 
the pure doctrines of God's inspired Word. Among 
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the Sisters of Mercy, more than one listened to 
his teaching; but the confessional made them 
too securely the slaves of their false guides, for 
them to escape thus easily from their bondage. The 
establishment was broken up, and thus it is not in 
our power to state, whether any of them followed 
up the convictions of enlightened conscience ; or 
whether all were permitted to fall back into the 
darkness they had chosen. 

Beader ! remember that there are none of the 
pretensions of the Papacy which have not been de- 
moUshed again and again, by fair Scriptural argu- 
ment. Her chief reliance and support are the 
assertion of Peter's supremacy over the other Apos- 
tles, and the transmission of this supremacy to 
the Popes, which history proves to be a base- 
less fiction. Fetrus (the term used by the Spirit 
in the record of our Lord's address, " thou art 
Peter") means a stone, or piece chipped off from 
the rock; and Peter, with other believers, is 
*^ built up as a lively stone in the spiritual house," 
upon Petra (the solid rock), even on that great 
foundation-truth, " Thou art the Christ, the Son 
of the living God." The promise, or declaration, 
" Whatsoever thou shalt bind on earth shall be 
bound in heaven," addressed. Matt, xvi., to Peter, 
as the representative of the Apostles (he having 
replied to the question proposed to them all, 
** Whom say i/e that I am ? "), was afterwards re- 
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newed to his fellow apostles collectively. Matt. 
xviii. 18 ; John xx. 23. | 

Had Christ given supremacy to Peter, would 
there have been any room for the dispute, 
"which of them should be the greatest"? or 
would our Lord, instead of pointing to Peter, 
have then " called a little child, and set him in 
the midst " ? 

Once more, did Peter ever exercise apostolic 
authority exclusively of his brethren ? Did Peter 
choose the successor of Judas ? or appoint the 
deacons ? or send apostles to confirm the converts 
in Samaria? Did he, when appKcation was made 
as to the enforcement or non-enforcement of 
Jewish rites on Gentile converts, either under- 
take the management of the affair, or settle 
it by his authority? Did he call the council 
together, open the discussion, or give the sen- 
tence at its close ? Which of the acts performed 
by the Popes, in virtue of their supremacy, was 
ever performed by Peter ? 

Look also, how Rome's treasury of the saints' 
merits vanishes before the plain words of our Lord, 
** When ye have done all those things which 
are commanded you " (and duty leaves no space 
for works of supererogation) ^^ say. We are un- 
profitable servants." 

View Mary, the chief object of her worship, in 
the same mirror of truth, and you find a weak. 
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erring woman; trying at one time to interfere 
improperly in the miraculous exercise of Christ's 
Almighty power, and, therefore, receiving a re- 
buke from Him who was in his Divine Nature 
^* God her Saviour " — and at another, striving to 
interrupt Him in His works of mercy. The 
Church system of Rome equally shrinks from 
investigation ; sound reason rejects it. 

And yet it may be answered, *^ Men who have 
for years listened to sound scriptural preaching 
have gone over to Rome." ^* Yes," it may be 
replied, ** and are found rubbing their necks 
with Peter's chain, and giving silver cradles to the 
Bambino." They have loved a lie; and exem- 
plify the Word of Truth, which says, " Folly 
is joy to him that is destitute of wisdom." Such 
men dislike direct communion with God; and 
while scriptural religion consists mainly in this 
communion. Popery finds out a religion which 
interposes a multitude of inventions. The un- 
regenerate soul shrinks from obedience to the 
command, ** Enter into thy closet, and pray to 
thy Father in secret;" and Popery suggests as 
a substitute, prayers to the Virgin, or offerings 
to the Church, which (as she says) will secure 
an interest in the prayers of the saints. Thus 
she touches the springs of men's hearts, and 
gratifies feelings which they would shrink from 
acknowledging, even in their own inward con- 
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sciousness ; but let all who are in danger of fall- 
ing into the snare pause, and give one hour of i 
serious, humble, prayerful consideration to this i 
question, " What shall be the end thereof ?" 






THE END. 
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By the Bev. CAREY BORRER, M.A., 
Rector of Hurst-Pierpoint, and Chaplain to the Earl ManTen. 

In 8vO| price 1«. 



THE CHEISTIAN MINISTET CONSEDEBED 
IN A THREEFOLD ASPECT. 

THE ORDINATION SERMON, 

Preached by request of the Lord Bishop of Winchester, 
at Farnham Cattle, Surrey, Dec. 15, 1844. 

By the Rev. C. E. KENNAWAY, M.A 
Late of Ti'inity Chapel, Brighton, and Vicar of Campdeo. 

In 8yo, price 1#. 6d. 



BT ROBBRT FOLTHORP. BRIGHTON. 



LETTEES ON THE PSALMS. 

A SHORT AND FAMILIAR INTRODUCTION TO SACRED 

CRITICISM ; 

With some instructions in the Metrical Structure of the 

New Version and other Poetical Corapositions, 

followed by the Patriarchal Hymns from 

the Books of Moses. 

By the Rby. GEORGE H. STODDART^ A.M. 

Of Queen's College, Oxford. 

Small 8yo, price Ss, 6d. cloth boards. 



POPULAB LECTURES 

ON THE PREVAILING DISEASES OF TOWNS : 

Their Effects, Causes, and Means of Prevention. 
By WILLIAM KEBBELL, M.D. 

Small 8yo, price 9«. Qd. cloth, boards. 



PHOTOGEAPHY. 

A popular Treatise, desired to convey correct general in- 
formation concerning the discoveries of Niepce, Daguerre, Talbot, 
and others, and as preliminary to acquiring a practical ac- 
quaintance with the art. 

By AN AMATEUR. In small 8yo, 2s. 



ON SELF-SUPPOETING SCHOOLS. 

In a Letter to the Archbishop of Canterbury. 

By the Rev. SPENCER RODNEY DRUMMOND, M.A. 

Perpetual Curate of St. John's, Brighton, and Chaplain to Lord 

Viscount Melville. 

Price U. 



6 WORKS PUBLISHED BT X. FOLTHORP, BRXOHTOH. 

LOCAL EVILS AND THEIB BEMEDT; 

With suggestions on Parochial Reformation generally. 

By the Rbv. JULIAN YOUNG, A-M. 
Rector of Southwick, Suisex. 

In small 8to, pride 1#. 6d. 



BEIGHTON AM) ITS THBEE CLIMATES; 

"WITH 

REMARKS ON ITS MEDICAL TOPOGRAPHY, 

AND ADVICE AND WARNINGS TO VISITORS. 

By A. L. WIGAN, M.D., Surgeon, 
Formerly practising at Brighton. 

" I do not sit down to canvass the opinions of others, I write what I bare 
and what I Imow. *'^Sir Ckarlee BOL 

Second Edition, in small 8yo, price 2tf. Qd, doth. 



LAUREL AND FLOWERS. 

Occasional Verses. By M. E. J. S. 
In a small volume, handsomely bound, price Gv. 



COURT GUIDE AND COMPLETE DIRECTORY 
FOR BRIGHTON AND HOVE. 

GENERAL ARRANGEMENT. 

1 . Court Directory of Resident Nobility, &c. — 2. Street Topo- 
jrraphy and Directory. — 3. Directory of Cotta<zes, Houses, and 
Villas. — 4. General Directory of Tradesmen, &c.— 5. Classification 
of ProfcAsions and Trades. — 6. Local Intelligence and General 
Information. 

Published every other year, in leather binding, price 4#. 6(1. 
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